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PART FIRST 
MEMOKIES 



MY MARK TWAIN 



It was in the little office of James T. Fields, over 
the book-store of Ticknor & Fields, at 124 Tremont 
Street, Boston, that I first met my friend of now forty- 
four years, Samuel L. Clemens. Mr. Fields was then 
the editor of The Atlantic Monthly, and I was his 
proud and glad assistant, with a pretty free hand as 
to manuscripts, and an unmanacled command of the 
book - notices at the end of the magazine. I wrote 
nearly all of them myself, and in 1869 I had written 
rather a long notice of a book just winning its way to 
universal favor. In this review I had intimated my 
reservations concerning the Innocents Abroad, but I 
had the luck, if not the sense, to recognize that it was 
such fun as we had not had before. I forget just 
wdiat I said in praise of it, and it does not matter; 
it is enough that I praised it enough to satisfy the 
author. He now signified as much, and he stamped 
his gratitude into my memory with a story wonder- 
fully allegorizing the situation, which the mock mod- 
esty of print forbids my repeating here. Through- 
out my long acquaintance with him his graphic touch 
was always allowing itself a freedom which I cannot 
bring my fainter pencil to illustrate. He had the 



MY make: twain 

Southwestern, the Lincolnian, the Elizabethan breadth 
of parlance, which I suppose one ought not to call 
coarse without calling one's self prudish; and I was 
often hiding away in discreet holes and corners the 
letters in which he had loosed his bold fancy to stoop 
on rank suggestion; I could not bear to burn them, 
and I could not, after the first reading, quite bear to 
look at them. I shall best give my feeling on this point 
by saying that in it he was Shakespearian, or if his 
ghost will not suffer me the word, then he was Baconian. 
At the time of our first meeting, which must have 
been well toward the winter, Clemens (as I must call 
him instead of Mark Twain, which seemed always 
somehow to mask him from my personal sense) was 
wearing a sealskin coat, with the fur out, in the satis- 
faction of a caprice, or the love of strong effect which 
he was apt to indulge through life. I do not know 
what droll comment was in Fields's mind with respect 
to this garment, but probably he felt that here was 
an original who was not to be brought to any Bostonian 
book in the judgment of his vivid qualities. With his 
crest of dense red hair, and the wide sweep of his 
flaming mustache, Clemens was not discordantly clothed 
in that sealskin coat, which afterward, in spite of his 
own warmth in it, sent the cold chills through me when 
I once accompanied it down Broadway, and shared the 
immense publicity it won him. He had always a relish 
for personal effect, which expressed itself in the white 
suit of complete serge which he wore in his last years, 
and in the Oxford gown which he put on for every 
possible occasion, and said he would like to wear all the 
time. That was not vanity in him, but a keen feeling 
for costume which the severity of our modern tailor- 
ing forbids men, though it flatters women to every ex- 
cess in it; yet he also enjoyed the shock, the offence, 
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the pang which it gave the sensibilities of others. Then 
there were times he played these pranks for pure fun, 
and for the pleasure of the witness. Once I remember 
seeing him come into his drawing-room at Hartford in 
a pair of white cowskin slippers, with the hair out, and 
do a crippled colored uncle to the joy of all beholders. 
Or, I must not say all, for I remember also the dismay 
of Mrs. Clemens, and her low, despairing cry of, " Oh, 
Youth!" That was her name for him among their 
friends, and it fitted him as no other would, though 
I fancied with her it was a shrinking from his bap- 
tismal Samuel, or the vernacular Sam of his earlier 
companionships. He was a youth to the end of his 
days, the heart of a boy with the head of a sage; the 
heart of a good boy, or a bad boy, but always a wilful 
boy, and wilful est to show himself out at every time 
for just the boy he was. 



II 

There is a gap in my recollections of Clemens, which 
I think is of a year or two, for the next thing I remem- 
ber of him is meeting him at a lunch in Boston given 
us by that genius of hospitality, the tragically destined 
Ralph Keeler, author of one of the most unjustly for- 
gotten books, Vagabond Adventures, a true bit of pica- 
resque autobiography. Keeler never had any money, to 
the general knowledge, and he never borrowed, and he 
could not have had credit at the restaurant where be 
invited us to feast at his expense. There was T. B. 
Aldrich, there was J. T. Fields, much the oldest of 
our company, who had just freed himself from the 
trammels of the publishing business, and was feeling 
his freedom in every word ; there was Bret TIarte, who 
had lately come East in his princely progress from 
California ; and there was Clemens. Nothing remains 
to me of the happy time but a sense of idle and aim- 
less and joyful talk-play, beginning and ending no- 
where, of eager laughter, of countless good stories from 
Fields, of a heat - lightning shimmer of wit from Al- 
drich, of an occasional concentration of our joint mock- 
eries upon our host, who took it gladly ; and amid the 
discourse, so little improving, but so full of good fel- 
lowship, Bret Harte's fleering dramatization of Clem- 
ens's mental attitude toward a symposium, of Boston 
illuminates. " Why, fellows/' he spluttered, " this is 
the dream of Mark's life," and I remember the glance 
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from under Clemens's feathery eyebrows which be- 
trayed his enjoyment of the fun. We had beefsteak 
with mushrooms, which in recognition of their shape 
Aldrich hailed as shoe-pegs, and to crown the feast we 
had an omelette souffle, which the waiter brought in 
as flat as a pancake, amid our shouts of congratula- 
tions to poor Keeler, who took them with appreciative 
submission. It was in every way what a Boston lit- 
erary lunch ought not to have been in the popular ideal 
which Harte attributed to Clemens. 

Our next meeting was at Hartford, or, rather, at 
Springfield, where Clemens greeted us on the way to 
Hartford. Aldrich was going on to be his guest, and 
I was going to be Charles Dudley Warner's, but Clem- 
ens had come part w r ay to welcome us both. In the 
good fellowship of that cordial neighborhood we had 
two such days as the aging sun no longer shines on in 
his round. There was constant running in and out of 
friendly houses where the lively hosts and guests called 
one another by their Christian names or nicknames, 
and no such vain ceremony as knocking or ringing at 
doors. Clemens w r as then building the stately mansion 
in which he satisfied his love of magnificence as if it 
had been another sealskin coat, and he was at the crest 
of the prosperity which enabled him to humor every 
w T him or extravagance. The house was the design of 
that most original artist, Edw T ard Potter, who once, 
when hard pressed by incompetent curiosity for the 
name of his style in a certain church, proposed that it 
should be called the English violet order of archi- 
tecture; and this house was so absolutely suited to 
the owner's humor that I suppose there never was an- 
other house like it; but its character must be for recog- 
nition farther along in these reminiscences. The vivid- 
est impression which Clemens gave us two ravenous 
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young Boston authors was of the satisfying, the sur- 
feiting nature of subscription publication. An army 
of agents was overrunning the country with the pros- 
pectuses of his books, and delivering them by the scores 
of thousands in completed sale. Of the Innocents 
Abroad he said, " It sells right along just like the 
Bible," and Roughing It was swiftly following, with- 
out perhaps ever quite overtaking it in popularity. But 
he lectured Aldrich and me on the folly of that mode 
of publication in the trade which we had thought it 
the highest success to achieve a chance in. " Anything 
but subscription publication is printing for private cir- 
culation," he maintained, and he so won upon our greed 
and hope that on the way back to Boston we planned 
the joint authorship of a volume adapted to subscrip- 
tion publication. We got a very good name for it, as 
we believed, in Memorable Murders, and we never got 
farther with it, but by the time we reached Boston we 
were rolling in wealth so deep that we could hardly 
walk home in the frugal fashion by which we still 
thought it best to spare car fare ; carriage fare we did 
not dream of even in that opulence. 



Ill 

The visits to Hartford which had begun with this 
affluence continued without actual increase of riches 
for me, but now I went alone, and in Warner's Euro- 
pean and Egyptian absences I formed the habit of 
going to Clemens. By this time he was in his new 
house, where he used to give me a royal chamber on 
the ground floor, and come in at night after I had gone 
to bed to take off the burglar alarm so that the family 
should not be roused if anybody tried to get in at my 
window. This would be after we had sat up late, he 
smoking the last of his innumerable cigars, and sooth- 
ing his tense nerves with a mild hot Scotch, while we 
both talked and talked and talked, of everything in the 
heavens and on the earth, and the waters under the 
earth. After two days of this talk I would come away 
hollow, realizing myself best in the image of one of 
those locust-shells which you find sticking to the bark 
of trees at the end of summer. Once, after some such 
bout of brains, we went down to JSTew York together, 
and sat facing each other in the Pullman smoker with- 
out passing a syllable till we had occasion to say, 
" Well, we're there." Then, with our installation in 
a now vanished hotel (the old Brunswick, to be 
specific), the talk began again with the inspiration 
of the novel environment, and went on and on. We 
wished to be asleep, but we could not stop, and he 
lounged through the rooms in the long nightgow T n which 
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he always wore in preference to the pajamas which he 
despised, and told the story of his life, the inexhaust- 
ible, the fairy, the Arabian Nights story, which I could 
never tire of even when it began to be told over again. 
Or at times lie would reason high — 

" Of Providence, foreknowledge, will and fate, 
Fixed fate, free will, foreknowledge absolute," 

walking up and down, and halting now and then, with 
a fine toss and slant of his shaggy head, as some bold 
thought or splendid joke struck him. 

He was in those days a constant attendant at the 
church of his great friend, the Eev. Joseph H. Twichell, 
and at least tacitly far from the entire negation he 
came to at last. I should say he had hardly yet ex- 
amined the grounds of his passive acceptance of his 
wife's belief, for it was hers and not his, and he held it 
unscanned in the beautiful and tender loyalty to her 
which was the most moving quality of his most faithful 
soul. I make bold to speak of the love between them, 
because without it I could not make him known to 
others as he was known to me. It was a greater part 
of him than the love of most men for their wives, and 
she merited all the worship he could give her, all the 
devotion, all the implicit obedience, by her surpassing 
force and beauty of character. She was in a way the 
loveliest person I have ever seen, the gentlest, the kind- 
est, without a touch of weakness; she united wonder- 
ful tact with wonderful truth; and Clemens not only 
accepted her rule implicitly, but he rejoiced, he gloried 
in it. I am not sure that he noticed all her goodness 
in the actions that made it a heavenly vision to others, 
he so had the habit of her goodness; but if there was 
any forlorn and helpless creature in the room Mrs. 

10 
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Clemens was somehow promptly at his side or hers; 
she was always seeking occasion of kindness to those 
in her household or out of it ; she loved to let her heart 
go beyond the reach of her hand, and imagined the 
whole hard and suffering world with compassion for its 
structural as well as incidental wrongs. I suppose she 
had her ladyhood limitations, her female fears of eti- 
quette and convention, but she did not let them hamper 
the wild and splendid generosity with which Clemens 
rebelled against the social stupidities and cruelties. She 
had been a lifelong invalid when he met her, and he 
liked to tell the beautiful story of their courtship to each 
new friend whom he found capable of feeling its beauty 
or worthy of hearing it. Naturally, her father had hesi- 
tated to give her into the keeping of the young strange 
Westerner, who had risen up out of the unknown with 
his giant reputation of burlesque humorist, and de- 
manded guaranties, demanded proofs. " He asked 
me," Clemens would say, " if I couldn't give him the 
names of people who knew me in California, and when 
it was time to hear from them I heard from him. 
' Well, Mr. Clemens,' he said, ' nobody seems to have 
a very good word for you.' I hadn't referred him to 
people that I thought were going to whitewash me. I 
thought it was all up with me, but I was disappointed. 
1 So I guess I shall have to back you myself.' " 

Whether this made him faithfuler to the trust put 
in him I cannot say, but probably not; it was always 
in him to be faithful to any trust, and in proportion 
as a trust of his own was betrayed he was ruthlessly 
and implacably resentful. But I wish now to speak 
of the happiness of that household in Hartford which 
responded so perfectly to the ideals of the mother when 
the three daughters, so lovely and so gifted, were yet 
little children. There had been a boy, and " Yes, I 

11 
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killed him," Clemens once said, with the unsparing 
self-blame in which he would wreak an unavailing re- 
gret. He meant that he had taken the child out im- 
prudently, and the child had taken the cold which he 
died of, but it was by no means certain this was through 
its father's imprudence. I never heard him speak of 
his son except that once, but no doubt in his deep heart 
his loss was irreparably present. He was a very tender 
father and delighted in the minds of his children, but 
he was wise enough to leave their training altogether 
to the wisdom of their mother. He left them to that 
in everything, keeping for himself the pleasure of 
teaching them little scenes of drama, learning lan- 
guages with them, and leading them in singing. They 
came to the table with their parents, and could have 
set him an example in behavior when, in moments of 
intense excitement, he used to leave his place and walk 
up and down the room, flying his napkin and talking 
and talking. 

It was after his first English sojourn that I used to 
visit him, and he was then full of praise of everything 
English: the English personal independence and pub- 
lic spirit, and hospitality, and truth. He liked to tell 
stories in proof of their virtues, but he was not blind 
to the defects of their virtues: their submissive ac- 
ceptance of caste, their callousness with strangers, their 
bluntness with one another. Mrs. Clemens had been 
in a way to suffer socially more than he, and she 
praised the English less. She had sat after dinner 
with ladies who snubbed and ignored one another, and 
left her to find her own amusement in the absence of 
the attention with which Americans perhaps cloy their 
guests, but which she could not help preferring. In 
their successive sojourns among them I believe he came 
to like the English less and she more; the fine delight 

12 
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of his first acceptance among them did not renew itself 
till his Oxford degree was given him ; then it made his 
cup run over, and he was glad the whole world should 
see it. 

His wife would not chill the ardor of his early Anglo- 
mania, and in this, as in everything, she wished to 
humor him to the utmost. No one could have realized 
more than she his essential fineness, his innate noble- 
ness. Marriages are what the parties to them alone 
really know them to be, but from the outside I should 
say that this marriage was one of the most perfect. 
It lasted in his absolute devotion to the day of her 
death, that delayed long in cruel suffering, and that 
left one side of him in lasting night. From Florence 
there came to me heartbreaking letters from him about 
the torture she was undergoing, and at last a letter say- 
ing she was dead, with the simple-hearted cry, " I wish 
I was with Livy." I do not know why I have left 
saying till now that she was a very beautiful woman, 
classically regular in features, with black hair smooth 
over her forehead, and with tenderly peering, myopic 
eyes, always behind glasses, and a smile of angelic kind- 
ness. But this kindness went with a sense of humor 
which qualified her to appreciate the self-lawed genius 
of a man who will be remembered with the great hu- 
morists of all time, with Cervantes, with Swift, or with 
any others worthy his company ; none of them was his 
equal in humanity. 



IV 

Clemens had appointed himself, with the architect's 
connivance, a luxurious study over the library in his 
new house, but as his children grew older this study, 
with its carved and cushioned arm-chairs, was given 
over to them for a school-room, and he took the room 
above his stable, which had been intended for his coach- 
man. There we used to talk together, when we were 
not walking and talking together, until he discovered 
that he could make a more commodious use of the 
billiard-room at the top of his house, for the purposes 
of literature and friendship. It was pretty cold up 
there in the early spring and late fall weather with 
which I chiefly associate the place, but by lighting up 
all the gas-burners and kindling a reluctant fire on the 
hearth we could keep it well above freezing. Clemens 
could also push the balls about, and, without rivalry 
from me, who could no more play billiards than smoke, 
could win endless games of pool, while he carried 
points of argument against imaginable differers in 
opinion. Here he wrote many of his tales and sketches, 
and for anything I know some of his books. I par- 
ticularly remember his reading me here his first rough 
sketch of Captain Stormfield's Visit to Heaven,, with 
the real name of the captain, whom I knew already 
from his many stories about him. 

We had a peculiar pleasure in looking off from the 
high windows on the pretty Hartford landscape, and 

14 
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down from them into the tops of the trees clothing the 
hillside by which his house stood. Y\ r e agreed that 
there was a novel charm in trees seen from such a van- 
tage, far surpassing that of the farther scenery. He 
had not been a country boy for nothing; rather he had 
been a country boy, or, still better, a village boy, for 
everything that Nature can offer the young of our 
species, and no aspect of her was lost on him. We were 
natives of the same vast Mississippi Valley; and Mis- 
souri was not so far from Ohio but that we were akin 
in our first knowledges of woods and fields as we were 
in our early parlance. I had outgrown the use of 
mine through my greater bookislmess, but I gladly 
recognized the phrases which he employed for their 
lasting juiciness and the long-remembered savor they 
had on his mental palate. 

I have elsewhere sufficiently spoken of his unso- 
phisticated use of words, of the diction which forms 
the backbone of his manly style. If I mention my 
own greater bookislmess, by which I mean his less 
quantitative reading, it is to give myself better oc- 
casion to note that he was always reading some vital 
book. It might be some out-of-the-way book, but it had 
the root of the human matter in it: a volume of great 
trials; one of the supreme autobiographies; a signal 
passage of history, a narrative of travel, a story of 
captivity, which gave him life at first-hand. As I re- 
member, he did not care much for fiction, and in that 
sort he had certain distinct loathings ; there were cer- 
tain authors whose names he seemed not so much to 
pronounce as to spew out of his mouth. Goldsmith was 
one of these, but his prime abhorrence was my dear 
and honored prime favorite, Jane Austen. He once 
said to me, I suppose after he had been reading some 

of my unsparing praises of her — I am always prais- 
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ing her, " You seem to think that woman could write," 
and he forbore withering me with his scorn, apparently 
because we had been friends so long, and he more 
pitied than hated me for my bad taste. He seemed not 
to have any preferences among novelists; or at least 
I never heard him express any. He used to read the 
modern novels I praised, in or out of print; but I do 
not think he much liked reading fiction. As for plays, 
he detested the theatre, and said he would as lief do a 
sum as follow a plot on the stage. He could not, or did 
not, give any reasons for his literary abhorrences, and 
perhaps he really had none. But he could have said 
very distinctly, if he had needed, why he liked the 
books he did. I was away at the time of his great 
Browning passion, and I know of it chiefly from hear- 
say; but at the time Tolstoy was doing what could be 
done to make me over Clemens wrote, ," That man 
seems to have been to you what Browning was to me." 
I do not know that he had other favorites among the 
poets, but he had favorite poems which he liked to read 
to you, and he read, of course, splendidly. I have for- 
gotten what piece of John Hay's it was that he liked 
so much, but I remembered how he fiercely revelled 
in the vengefulness of William Morris's Sir Guy of the 
Dolorous Blast, and how he especially exalted in the 
lines which tell of the supposed speaker's joy in slaying 
the murderer of his brother : 

"I am threescore years and ten, 

And my hair is nigh turned gray, 
But I am glad to think of the moment when 
I took his life away." 

Generally, I fancy his pleasure in poetry was not great, 
and I do not believe he cared much for the convention- 
ally accepted masterpieces of literature. He liked to 

16 
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find out good things and great things for liimsSB 
sometimes he would discover these in a masterpiece^ 
new to him alone, and then, if you brought his igno- 
rance home to him, he enjoyed it, and enjoyed it the 
more the more you rubbed it in. 

Of all the literary men I have known he was the 
most unliterary in his make and manner. I do not 
know whether he had any acquaintance with Latin, 
but I believe not the least; German he knew pretty 
well, and Italian enough late in life to have fun with 
it ; but he used English in all its alien derivations as 
if it were native to his own air, as if it had come up 
out of American, out of Missourian ground. His style 
was what Ave know, for good and for bad, but his 
manner, if I may difference the two, was as entirely 
his own as if no one had ever written before. I have 
noted before this how he was not enslaved to the con- 
secutiveness in writing which the rest of us try to keep 
chained to. That is, he wrote as he thought, and as all 
men think, without sequence, without an eye to what 
went before or should come after. If something be- 
yond or beside what he was saying occurred to him, 
he invited it into his page, and made it as much at 
home there as the nature of it would suffer him. Then, 
when he was through with the welcoming of this casual 
and unexpected guest, he would go back to the company 
he was entertaining, and keep on with what he had 
been talking about. He observed this manner in the 
construction of his sentences, and the arrangement of 
his chapters, and the ordering or disordering of his 
compilations. I helped him with a Library of Hu- 
mor, which he once edited, and when I had done my 
work according to tradition, with authors, times, and 
topics carefully studied in due sequence, he tore it all 
apart, and " chucked " the pieces in wherever the fancy 
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Mrchem took him at the moment. He was right: we 
were not making a text-book, but a book for the pleas- 
ure rather than the instruction of the reader, and he 
did not see why the principle on which he built his 
travels and reminiscences and tales and novels should 
not apply to it; and I do not now see, either, though 
at the time it confounded me. On minor points he 
was, beyond any author I have known, without favorite 
phrases or pet words. He utterly despised the avoid- 
ance of repetitions out of fear of tautology. If a word 
served his turn better than a substitute, he would use 
it as many times in a page as he chose. 



V 



At that time I had "become editor of The Atlantic 
Monthly, and I had allegiances belonging to the con- 
duct of what was and still remains the most scrupu- 
lously cultivated of our periodicals. When Clemens 
began to write for it he came willingly under its rules, 
for with all his wilfulness there never was a more 
biddable man in things you could show him a reason 
for. He never made the least of that trouble which 
so abounds for the hapless editor from narrower- 
minded contributors. If you wanted a thing changed, 
very good, he changed it ; if you suggested that a word 
or a sentence or a paragraph had better be struck out, 
very good, he struck it out. His proof-sheets came 
back each a veritable " mush of concession," as Emer- 
son says. Now and then he would try a little stronger 
language than The Atlantic had stomach for, and once 
when I sent him a proof I made him observe that I had 
left out the profanity. He wrote back: " Mrs. Clemens 
opened that proof, and lit into the room with danger in 
her eye. What profanity? You see, when I read the 
manuscript to her I skipped that." It was part of his 
joke to pretend a violence in that gentlest creature 
which the more amusingly realized the situation to their 
friends. 

I was always very glad of him and proud of him 
as a contributor, but I must not claim the whole merit, 
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^■Pe first merit of having him write for us. It was 
|rae publisher, the late EL O. Houghton, who felt the 
incongruity of his absence from the leading periodical 
of the country, and was always urging me to get him 
to write. I will take the credit of being eager for 
him, but it is to the publisher's credit that he tried, so 
far as the modest traditions of The Atlantic would 
permit, to meet the expectations in pay which the colos- 
sal profits of Clemens's books might naturally have 
bred in him. Whether he was really able to do this he 
never knew from Clemens himself, but probably twenty 
dollars a page did not surfeit the author of books that 
" sold right along just like the Bible." 

We had several short contributions from Clemens 
first, all of capital quality, and then we had the series 
of papers which went mainly to the making of his great 
book, Life on the Mississippi. Upon the whole I have 
the notion that Clemens thought this his greatest book, 
and he w T as supported in his opinion by that of the 
portier in his hotel at Vienna, and that of the German 
Emperor, who, as he told me with equal respect for the 
preference of each, united in thinking it his best ; with 
such far-sundered social poles approaching in its favor, 
he apparently found himself without standing for op- 
position. At any rate, the papers won instant appre- 
ciation from his editor and publisher, and from the 
readers of their periodical, which they expected to 
prosper beyond precedent in its circulation. But those 
were days of simpler acceptance of the popular rights 
of newspapers than these are, when magazines strictly 
guard their vested interests against them. The "New 
York Times and the St. Louis Democrat profited by 
the advance copies of the magazine sent them to re- 
print the papers month by month. Together they cov- 
ered nearly the whole reading territory of the Union, 
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and the terms of their daily publication enabled them 
to anticipate the magazine in its own restricted field. 
Its subscription list was not enlarged in the slightest 
measure, and The Atlantic Monthly languished on the 
news-stands as undesired as ever. 



VI 



It was among my later visits to Hartford that we 
began to talk up the notion of collaborating a play, 
but we did not arrive at any clear intention, and it 
was a telegram out of the clear sky that one day sum- 
moned me from Boston to help with a continuation of 
Colonel Sellers. I had been a witness of the high joy of 
Clemens in the prodigious triumph of the first Colonel 
Sellers, which had been dramatized from the novel 
of The Gilded Age. This was the joint work of Clem- 
ens and Charles Dudley Warner, and the story had 
been put upon the stage by some one in Utah, whom 
Clemens first brought to book in the courts for viola- 
tion of his copyright, and then indemnified for such 
rights as his adaptation of the book had given him. 
The structure of the play as John T. Raymond gave it 
was substantially the work of this unknown dramatist. 
Clemens never pretended, to me at any rate, that he 
had the least hand in it; he frankly owned that he 
was incapable of dramatization ; yet the vital part was 
his, for the characters in the play were his as the book 
embodied them, and the success which it won with the 
public was justly his. This he shared equally with the 
actor, following the company with an agent, who 
counted out the author's share of the gate money, and 
sent him a note of the amount every day by postal 
card. The postals used to come about dinner-time, and 
Clemens would read them aloud to us in wild triumph. 
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One hundred and fifty dollars — two hundred dollars — 
three hundred dollars were the gay figures which they 
bore, and which he flaunted in the air before he sat 
down at table, or rose from it to brandish, and then, 
flinging his napkin into his chair, walked up and down 
to exult in. 

By-and-by the popularity of the play waned, and the 
time came when he sickened of the whole affair, and 
withdrew his agent, and took whatever gain from it the 
actor apportioned him. He was apt to have these sud- 
den surceases, following upon the intensities of his 
earlier interest; though he seemed always to have the 
notion of making something more of Colonel Sellers. 
But when I arrived in Hartford in answer to his sum.- 
nions, I found him with no definite idea of what he 
wanted to do with him. I represented that we must 
have some sort of plan, and he agreed that we should 
both jot down a scenario overnight and compare our 
respective schemes the next morning. As the author 
of a large number of little plays which have been 
privately presented throughout the United States and 
in parts of the United Kingdom, without ever getting 
upon the public stage except for the noble ends of 
charity, and then promptly getting off it, I felt au- 
thorized to make him observe that his scheme was as 
nearly nothing as chaos could be. He agreed hilari- 
ously with me, and was willing to let it stand in proof 
of his entire dramatic inability. At the same time he 
liked my plot very much, which ultimated Sellers, ac- 
cording to Clemen s's intention, as a man crazed by his 
own inventions and by his superstition that he was the 
rightful heir to an English earldom. The exuberant 
nature of Sellers and the vast range of his imagina- 
tion served our purpose in other ways. Clemens made 

him a spiritualist, whose specialty in the occult was 
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materialization; lie became on impulse an ardent 
temperance reformer, and he headed a procession of 
temperance ladies after disinterestedly testing the del- 
eterious effects of liquor upon himself until he could 
not walk straight; always he wore a marvellous fire- 
extinguisher strapped on his back, to give proof in any 
emergency of the effectiveness of his invention in that 
way. 

We had a jubilant fortnight in working the par- 
ticulars of these things out. It was not possible for 
Clemens to write like anybody else, but I could very 
easily write like Clemens, and we took the play scene 
and scene about, quite secure of coming out in tem- 
peramental agreement. The characters remained for 
the most part his, and I varied them only to make them 
more like his than, if possible, he could. Several years 
after, when I looked over a copy of the play, I could 
not always tell my work from his ; I only knew that I 
had done certain scenes. We would work all day long 
at our several tasks, and then at night, before dinner, 
read them over to each other. ]STo dramatists ever got 
greater joy out of their creations, and when I reflect 
that the public never had the chance of sharing our joy 
I pity the public from a full heart. I still believe 
that the play was immensely funny ; I still believe that 
if it could once have got behind the footlights it would 
have continued to pack the house before them for an 
indefinite succession of nights. But this may be my 
fondness. 

At any rate, it was not to be. Raymond had identi- 
fied himself with Sellers in the play-going imagina- 
tion, and whether consciously or unconsciously we con- 
stantly worked with Kaymond in our minds. But be- 
fore this time bitter displeasures had risen between 
Clemens and Raymond, and Clemens was determined 
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that Raymond should never have the play. He first 
offered it to several other actors, who eagerly caught 
at it, only to give it back with the despairing renuncia- 
tion, " That is a Raymond play." We tried managers 
with it, but their only question w r as whether they could 
get Raymond to do it. In the mean time Raymond 
had provided himself with a play for the winter — a 
very good play, by Demarest Lloyd ; and he was in no 
hurry for ours. Perhaps he did not really care for 
it; perhaps he knew wdien he heard of it that it must 
come to him in the end. In the end it did, from my 
hand, for Clemens would not meet him. I found him in 
a mood of sweet reasonableness, perhaps the more soft- 
ened by one of those lunches which our publisher, the 
hospitable James R. Osgood, was always bringing people 
together over in Boston. He said that he could not do 
the play that winter, but he was sure that he should like 
it, and he had no doubt he would do it the next winter. 
So I gave him the manuscript, in spite of Clemens's 
charges, for his suspicions and rancors were such that he 
would not have had me leave it for a moment in the 
actor's hands. But it seemed a conclusion that involved 
success and fortune for us. In due time, but I do not 
remember how long after, Raymond declared himself 
delighted with the piece ; he entered into a satisfactory 
agreement for it, and at the beginning of the next season 
he started with it to Buffalo, where he was to give a 
first production. At Rochester he paused long enough 
to return it, with the explanation that a friend had noted 
to him the fact that Colonel Sellers in the play w T as a 
lunatic, and insanity was so serious a thing that it 
could not bo represented on the stage without outraging 
the sensibilities of the audience; or words to that ef- 
fect. We were too far off to allege Hamlet to the 
contrary, or King Lear, or to instance the delight which 
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generations of readers throughout the world had taken 
in the mad freaks of Don Quixote. 

Whatever were the real reasons of Raymond for re- 
jecting the play, we had to be content with those he 
gave, and to set about getting it into other hands. In 
this effort we failed even more signally than before, 
if that were possible. At last a clever and charming 
elocutionist, who had long wished to get himself on the 
stage, heard of it and asked to see it. We would have 
shown it to any one by this time, and we very willingly 
showed it to him. He came to Hartford and did some 
scenes from it for us. I must say he did them very 
well, quite as well as Raymond could have done them, 
in whose manner he did them. Rut now, late toward 
spring, the question was where he could get an en- 
gagement with the play, and we ended by hiring a 
theatre in New York for a week of trial perform- 
ances. 

Clemens came on with me to Roston, where we were 
going to make some changes in the piece, and where we 
made them to our satisfaction, but not to the effect of 
that high rapture which we had in the first draft. Ho 
went back to Hartford, and then the cold fit came upon 
me, and " in visions of the night, in slumberings upon 
the bed," ghastly forms of failure appalled me, and 
when I rose in the morning I wrote him : " Here is a 
play which every manager has put out-of-doors and 
which every actor known to us has refused, and now 
we go and give it to an elocutioner. We are fools." 
Whether Clemens agreed with me or not in my con- 
clusion, he agreed with me in my premises, and we 
promptly bought our play off the stage at a cost of 
seven hundred dollars, which we shared between us. 
Rut Clemens was never a man to give up. I relin- 
quished gratis all right and title I had in the play, 
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and he paid its entire expenses for a week of one-night 
stands in the country. It never came to New York; 
and yet I think now r that if it had come, it would have 
succeeded. So hard does the faith of the unsuccessful 
dramatist in his work die ! 



VII 



There is an incident of this time so characteristic 
of both men that I will yield to the temptation of giv- 
ing it here. After I had gone to Hartford in response 
to Clemens's telegram, Matthew Arnold arrived in Bos- 
ton, and one of my family called on his, to explain why 
I was not at home to receive his introduction: I had 
gone to see Mark Twain. " Oh, but he doesn't like 
that sort of thing, does he ?" " He likes Mr. Clemens 
very much," my representative answered, " and he 
thinks him one of the greatest men he ever knew." 
I was still Clemens's guest at Hartford when Arnold 
came there to lecture, and one night we went to meet 
him at a reception. While his hand laxly held mine 
in greeting, I saw his eyes fixed intensely on the other 
side of the room. " Who — who in the world is that ?" 
I looked and said, " Oh, that is Mark Twain." I do 
not remember just how their instant encounter was 
contrived by Arnold's wish, but I have the impression 
that they were not parted for long during the evening, 
and the next night Arnold, as if still under the glam- 
our of that potent presence, was at Clemens's house. 
I cannot say how they got on, or what they made of 
each other; if Clemens ever spoke of Arnold, I do not 
recall what he said, but Arnold had shown a sense of 
him from which the incredulous sniff of the polite 
world, now so universally exploded, had already per- 
ished. It might well have done so with his first dra- 
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matic vision of that prodigious head. Clemens was 
then hard upon fifty, and he had kept, as he did to 
the end, the slender figure of his youth, but the ashes 
of the burnt-out years were beginning to gray the fires 
of that splendid shock of red hair which he held to the 
height of a stature apparently greater than it was, 
and tilted from side to side in his undulating walk. 
He glimmered at you from the narrow slits of fine blue- 
greenish eyes, under branching brows, which with age 
grew more and more like a sort of plumage, and he 
w r as apt to smile into your face with a subtle but ami- 
able perception, and yet with a sort of remote absence ; 
you were all there for him, but he w r as not all there 
for you. 



VIII 

I shall not try to give chronological order to my 
recollections of him, but since I am just now with him 
in Hartford I will speak of him in association with 
the place. Once when I came on from Cambridge he 
followed me to my room to see that the water was not 
frozen in my bath, or something of the kind, for it was 
very cold weather, and then hospitably lingered. Not 
to lose time in banalities I began at once from the 
thread of thought in my mind. " I wonder why we 
hate the past so," and he responded from the depths 
of his own consciousness, " It's so damned humiliat- 
ing," which is what any man would say of his past 
if he were honest; but honest men are few when it 
comes to themselves. Clemens was one of the few, and 
the first of them among all the people I have known. 
I have known, I suppose, men as truthful, but not so 
promptly, so absolutely, so positively, so almost ag- 
gressively truthful. He could lie, of course, and did 
to save others from grief or harm ; he was not stupidly 
truthful ; but his first impulse was to say out the thing 
and everything that was in him. To those who can 
understand it will not be contradictory of his sense of 
humiliation from the past, that he was not ashamed for 
anything he ever did to the point of wishing to hide it. 
He could be, and he was, bitterly sorry for his errors, 
which he had enough of in his life, but he was not 

ashamed in that mean way. What he had done he 
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owned to, good, bad, or indifferent, and if it was bad 
he was rather amused than troubled as to the effect in 
your mind. He would not obtrude the fact upon you, 
but if it were in the way of personal history he would 
not dream of withholding it, far less of hiding it. 

He was the readiest of men to allow an error if he 
were found in it. In one of our walks about Hartford, 
when he was in the first fine flush of his agnosticism, 
he declared that Christianity had done nothing to im- 
prove morals and conditions, and that the world under 
the highest pagan civilization was as well off as it was 
under the highest Christian influences. I happened to 
be fresh from the reading of Charles Loring Brace's 
Gesta Ghristi; or, History of Humane Progress, and I 
could offer him abundant proofs that he was wrong. 
He did not like that evidently, but he instantly gave 
way, saying he had not known those things. Later he 
was more tolerant in his denials of Christianity, but 
just then he was feeling his freedom from it, and re- 
joicing in having broken what he felt to have been the 
shackles of belief worn so long. He greatly admired 
Eobert Ingersoll, whom he called an angelic orator, 
and regarded as an evangel of a new gospel — the gospel 
of free thought. He took the warmest interest in the 
newspaper controversy raging at the time as to the ex- 
istence of a hell ; when the noes carried the day, I sup- 
pose that no enemy of perdition was more pleased. He 
still loved his old friend and pastor, Mr. Twichell, but 
he no longer went to hear him preach his sane and 
beautiful sermons, and was, I think, thereby the greater 
loser. Long before that I had asked him if he went 
regularly to church, and he groaned out: " Oh yes, I 
go. It 'most kills me, but I go," and I did not need 
his telling me to understand that he went because his 

wife wished it. He did tell me, after they both ceased 
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to go, that it had finally come to her saying, " Well, 
if you are to be lost, I want to be lost with you." He 
could accept that willingness for supreme sacrifice and 
exult in it because of the supreme truth as he saw it. 
After they had both ceased to be formal Christians, 
she was still grieved by his denial of immortality, so 
grieved that he resolved upon one of those heroic lies, 
which for love's sake he held above even the truth, 
and he went to her, saying that he had been thinking 
the whole matter over, and now he was convinced that 
the soul did live after death. It was too late. Her 
keen vision pierced through his ruse, as it did when he 
brought the doctor who had diagnosticated her case as 
organic disease of the heart, and, after making him go 
over the facts of it again with her, made him declare it 
merely functional. 

To make an end of these records as to Clemens's be- 
liefs, so far as I knew them, I should say that he never 
went back to anything like faith in the Christian the- 
ology, or in the notion of life after death, or in a con- 
scious divinity. It is best to be honest in this matter; 
he would have hated anything else, and I do not believe 
that the truth in it can hurt any one. At one period 
he argued that there must have been a cause, a con- 
scious source of things; that the universe could not 
have come by chance. I have heard also that in his 
last hours or moments he said, or his dearest ones hoped 
he had said, something about meeting again. But the 
expression, of which they could not be certain, was of 
the vaguest, and it was perhaps addressed to their 
tenderness out of his tenderness. All his expressions 
to me were of a courageous renunciation of any hope 
of living again, or elsewhere seeing those he had lost. 
He suffered terribly in their loss, and he was not fool 
enough to try ignoring his grief. He knew that for 
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this there were but two medicines; that it would wear 
itself out with the years, and that meanwhile there was 
nothing for it but those respites in which the mourner 
forgets himself in slumber. I remember that in a black 
hour of my own when I was called down to see him, 
as he thought from sleep, he said with an infinite, an 
exquisite compassion, " Oh, did I wake you, did I wake 
you?" Nothing more, but the look, the voice, were 
everything ; and while I live they cannot pass from my 
sense. 



iD 
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He was the most caressing of men in his pity, but 
he had the fine instinct, which would have pleased 
Lowell, of never putting his hands on you — fine, deli- 
cate hands, with taper fingers, and pink nails, like a 
girl's, and sensitively quivering in moments of emo- 
tion; he did not paw you w T ith them to show his af- 
fection, as so many of us Americans are apt to do. 
Among the half-dozen, or half-hundred, personalities 
that each of us becomes, I should say that Clemens's 
central and final personality was something exquisite. 
His casual acquaintance might know him, perhaps, 
from his fierce intensity, his wild pleasure in shocking 
people with his ribaldries and profanities, or from the 
mere need of loosing his rebellious spirit in that way, 
as anything but exquisite, and yet that was what in the 
last analysis he was. They might come away loathing 
or hating him, but one could not know him well with- 
out realizing him the most serious, the most humane, 
the most conscientious of men. He was Southwestern, 
and born amid the oppression of a race that had no 
rights as against ours, but I never saw a man more 
regardful of negroes. He had a yellow butler when I 
first began to know him, because he said he could not 
bear to order a white man about, but the terms of his 
ordering George were those of the softest entreaty which 
command ever wore. He loved to rely upon George, 
who was such a broken reed in some things, though 
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so stanch in others, and the fervent Republican in poli- 
tics that Clemens then liked him to be. He could in- 
terpret Clemens's meaning to the public without convey- 
ing his mood, and could render his roughest answer 
smooth to the person denied his presence. His general 
instructions were that this presence was to be denied all 
but personal friends, but the soft heart of George was 
sometimes touched by importunity, and once he came 
up into the billiard-room saying that Mr. Smith washed 
to see Clemens. Upon inquiry, Mr. Smith developed 
no ties of friendship, and Clemens said, " You go and 
tell Mr. Smith that I wouldn't come down to see the 
Twelve Apostles." George turned from the threshold 
where he had kept himself, and framed a paraphrase 
of this message which apparently sent Mr. Smith away 
content with himself and all the rest of the world. 

The part of him that was Western in his South- 
western origin Clemens kept to the end, but he was 
the most desouthernized Southerner I ever knew, ^o 
man more perfectly sensed and more entirely abhorred 
slavery, and no one has ever poured such scorn upon 
the second-hand, Walter-Scotticized, pseudo-chivalry of 
the Southern ideal. He held himself responsible for 
the wrong which the white race had done the black race 
in slavery, and he explained, in paying the way of a 
negro student through Yale, that he w r as doing it as his 
part of the reparation due from every white to every 
black man. He said he had never seen this student, 
nor ever wished to see him or know his name; it was 
quite enough that he was a negro. About that time a 
colored cadet was expelled from West Point for some 
point of conduct " unbecoming an officer and gentle- 
man," and there was the usual shabby philosophy in a 
portion of the press to the effect that a negro could 
never feel the claim of honor. The man was fifteen 
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parts white, but, " Oh yes/' Clemens said, with bitter 
irony, " it was that one part black that undid him." 
It made him a " nigger " and incapable of being a 
gentleman. It was to blame for the whole thing. The 
fifteen parts white were guiltless. 

Clemens was entirely satisfied with the result of the 
Civil War, and he was eager to have its facts and mean- 
ings brought out at once in history. He ridiculed the 
notion, held by many, that " it was not yet time " to phi- 
losophize the events of the great struggle; that we must 
" wait till its passions had cooled," and " the clouds of 
strife had cleared away." He maintained that the time 
would never come when we should see its motives and 
men and deeds more clearly, and that now, now, was 
the hour to ascertain them in lasting verity. Pictu- 
resquely and dramatically he portrayed the imbecility 
of deferring the inquiry at any point to the distance of 
future years when inevitably the facts would begin to 
put on fable. 

He had powers of sarcasm and a relentless rancor 
in his contempt which those who knew him best appre- 
ciated most. The late Koah Brooks, who had been in 
California at the beginning of Clemens's career, and 
Had witnessed the effect of his ridicule before he had 
learned to temper it, once said to me that he would 
rather have any one else in the world down on him than 
Mark Twain. But as Clemens grew older he grew 
more merciful, not to the wrong, but to the men who 
were in it. The wrong was often the source of his 
wildest drolling. He considered it in such hopeless- 
ness of ever doing it justice that his despair broke in 
laughter. 



I go back to that house in Hartford, where I was so 
often a happy guest, with tenderness for each of its 
endearing aspects. Over the chimney in the library 
which had been cured of smoking by so much art and 
science, Clemens had written in perennial brass the 
words of Emerson, " The ornament of a house is the 
friends who frequent it," and he gave his guests a wel- 
come of the simplest and sweetest cordiality: but I 
must not go aside to them from my recollections of 
him, which will be of sufficient garrulity, if I give them 
as fully as I wish. The windows of the library looked 
northward from the hillside above which the house 
stood, and over the little valley with the stream in it, 
and they showed the leaves of the trees that almost 
brushed them as in a Claude Lorraine glass. To the 
eastward the dining-room opened amply, and to the 
south there was a wide hall, where the voices of friends 
made themselves heard as they entered without cere- 
mony and answered his joyous hail. At the west was 
a little semi-circular conservatory of a pattern invented 
by Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe, and adopted in most of 
the houses of her kindly neighborhood. The plants 
were set in the ground, and the flowering vines climbed 
up the sides and overhung the roof above the silent 
spray of a fountain eompanied by callas and other 
water-loving lilies. There, while we breakfasted, Pat- 
rick came in from the barn and sprinkled the pretty 
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bower, which poured out its responsive perfume in the 
delicate accents of its varied blossoms. Breakfast was 
Clemens's best meal, and he sat longer at his steak and 
coffee than at the courses of his dinner ; luncheon was 
nothing to him, unless, as might happen, he made it 
his dinner, and reserved the later repast as the oc- 
casion of walking up and down the room, and dis- 
coursing at large on anything that came into his head. 
Like most good talkers, he liked other people to have 
their say; he did not talk them clown; he stopped in- 
stantly at another's remark and gladly or politely • 
heard him through; he even made believe to find sug- 
gestion or inspiration in what was said. His children 
came to the table, as I have told, and after dinner he 
was apt to join his fine tenor to their trebles in singing. 

Fully half our meetings were at my house in Cam- 
bridge, where he made himself as much at home as in 
Hartford. He would come ostensibly to stay at the 
Parker House, in Boston, and take a room, where he 
would light the gas and leave it burning, after dress- 
ing, while he drove out to Cambridge and stayed two 
or three days with us. Once, I suppose it was after a 
lecture, he came in evening dress and passed twenty- 
four hours with us in that guise, wearing an overcoat 
to hide it when we went for a walk. Sometimes he 
wore the slippers which he preferred to shoes at home, 
and if it was muddy, as it was wont to be in Cambridge, 
he would put a pair of rubbers over them for our ram- 
bles. He liked the lawlessness and our delight in al- 
lowing it, and he rejoiced in the confession of his 
hostess, after we had once almost worn ourselves out 
in our pleasure with the intense talk, with the stories 
and the laughing, that his coming almost killed her, 
but it was worth it. 

In those days he was troubled with sleeplessness, or, 
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rather, with reluctant sleepiness, and he had various 
specifics for promoting it. At first it had been cham- 
pagne just before going to bed, and we provided that, 
but later he appeared from Boston with four bottles of 
lager-beer under his arms; lager-beer, he said now, 
was the only thing to make you go to sleep, and we 
provided that. Still later, on a visit I paid him at 
Hartford, I learned that hot Scotch was the only sop- 
orific worth considering, and Scotch whiskey duly 
found its place on our sideboard. One day, very long 
afterward, I asked him if he were still taking hot 
Scotch to make him sleep. He said he was not taking 
anything. For a while he had found going to bed on 
the bath-room floor a soporific ; then one night he went 
to rest in his own bed at ten o'clock, and had gone 
promptly to sleep without anything. He had done the 
like with the like effect ever since. Of course, it 
amused him ; there were few experiences of life, grave 
or gay, which did not amuse him, even when they 
wronged him. 

He came on to Cambridge in April, 1875, to go with 
me to the centennial ceremonies at Concord in celebra- 
tion of the battle of the Minute Men with the British 
troops a hundred years before. We both had special 
invitations, including passage from Boston; but I said, 
Why bother to go into Boston when we could just as 
well take the train for Concord at the Cambridge sta- 
tion? He equally decided that it would be absurd; 
so we breakfasted deliberately, and then walked to the 
station, reasoning of many things as usual. When the 
train stopped, we found it packed inside and out. Peo- 
ple stood dense on the platforms of the cars; to our 
startled eyes they seemed to project from the windows, 
and unless memory betrays me they lay strewn upon 

the roofs like brakemen slain at the post of duty. 
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Whether this was really so or^not, it is certain that 
the train presented an impenetrable front even to our 
imagination, and we left it to go its way without the 
slightest effort to board. We remounted the fame-worn 
steps &i Porter's Station, and began exploring North 
Cambridge for some means of transportation overland 
to Concord, for we were that far on the road by which 
the British went and came on the day of the battle. 
The liverymen whom we appealed to received us, some 
with compassion, some with derision, but in either 
mood convinced us that we could not have hired a cat 
to attempt our conveyance, much less a horse, or vehicle 
of any description. It was a raw, windy day, very 
unlike the exceptionally hot April day when the routed 
redcoats, pursued by the Colonials, fled panting back to 
Boston, with " their tongues hanging out like dogs," 
but we could not take due comfort in the vision of 
their discomfiture ; we could almost envy them, for they 
had at least got to Concord. A swift procession of 
coaches, carriages, and buggies, all going to Concord, 
passed us, inert and helpless, on the sidewalk in the 
peculiarly cold mud of North Cambridge. We began 
to wonder if we might not stop one of them and bribe 
it to take us, but we had not the courage to try, and 
Clemens seized the opportunity to begin suffering with 
an acute indigestion, which gave his humor a very dis- 
mal cast. I felt keenly the shame of defeat, and the 
guilt of responsibility for our failure, and when a gay 
party of students came toward us on the top of a tally- 
ho, luxuriously empty inside, we felt that our chance 
had come, and our last chance. He said that if I 
would stop them and tell them who I was they would 
gladly, perhaps proudly, give us passage; I contended 
that if with his far vaster renown he would approach 
them, our success would be assured. While we stood, 
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lost in this " contest of civilities/' the coach passed us, 
with gay notes blown from the horns of the students, 
and then Clemens started in pursuit, encouraged with 
shouts from the merry party who could not imagine 
who was trying to run them down, to a rivalry in speed. 
The unequal match could end only in one way, and I 
am glad I canndt recall what he said when he came 
back to me. Since then I have often wondered, at the 
grief which would have wrung those blithe young 
hearts if they could have known that they might have 
had the company of Mark Tw T ain to Concord that day 
and did not. 

We hung about, unavailingly, in the bitter wind a 
while longer, and then slowly, very slowly, made our 
way home. We wished to pass as much time as pos- 
sible, in order to give probability to the deceit we in- 
tended to practise, for we could not bear to own our- 
selves baffled in our boasted wisdom of taking the train 
at Porter's Station, and had agreed to say that we had 
been to Concord and got back. Even after coming 
home to my house, we felt that our statement would 
be wanting in verisimilitude without further delay, 
and we crept quietly into my library, and made up 
a roaring fire on the hearth, and thawed ourselves out 
in the heat of it before we regained our courage for 
the undertaking. With all these precautions we failed, 
for when our statement was imparted to the proposed 
victim she instantly pronounced it unreliable, and we 
were left with it on our hands intact. I think the 
humor of this situation was finally a greater pleasure 
to Clemens than an actual visit to Concord would have 
been; only a few weeks before his death he laughed 
our defeat over with one of my family in Bermuda, and 
exulted in our prompt detection. ? 



XI 



From our joint experience in failing I argue that 
Clemens's affection for me must have been great to en- 
able him to condone in me the final defection which 
was apt to be the end of our enterprises. I have fancied 
that I presented to him a surface of such entire trust- 
worthiness that he could not imagine the depths of un- 
reliability beneath it; and that never realizing it, he 
always broke through with fresh surprise but unim- 
paired faith. He liked, beyond all things, to push an 
affair to the bitter end, and the end was never too bitter 
unless it brought grief or harm to another. Once in 
a telegraph office at a railway station he was treated 
with such insolent neglect by the young lady in charge, 
who was preoccupied in a flirtation with a " gentleman 
friend," that emulous of the public spirit which he 
admired in the English, he told her he should report 
her to her superiors, and (probably to her astonish- 
ment) he did so. He went back to Hartford, and in 
due time the poor girl came to me in terror and in 
tears ; for I had abetted Clemens in his action, and had 
joined my name to his in his appeal to the authorities. 
She was threatened with dismissal unless she made 
full apology to him and brought back assurance of its 
acceptance. I felt able to give this, and, of course, he 
eagerly approved ; I think he telegraphed his approval. 
Another time, some years afterward, we sat down to- 
gether in places near the end of a car, and a brakeman 
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came in looking for his official note-book. Clemens 
found that he had sat down upon it, and handed it to 
him; the man scolded him very abusively, and came 
back again and again, still scolding him for having no 
more sense than to sit down on a note-book. The patience 
of Clemens in bearing it was so angelic that I saw fit 
to comment, " I suppose yon will report this fellow." 
u Yes/' he answered, slowly and sadly. " That's what 
I should have done once. But now I remember that lie 
gets twenty dollars a month." 

Nothing could have been wiser, nothing tenderer, 
and his humanity was not for humanity alone. He 
abhorred the dull and savage joy of the sportsman in 
a lucky shot, an unerring aim, and once when I met 
him in the country he had just been sickened by the 
success of a gunner in bringing down a blackbird, and 
he described the poor, stricken, glossy thing, how it lay 
throbbing its life out on the grass, with such pity as 
he might have given a wounded child. I find this a fit 
place to say that his mind and soul were with those 
who do the hard work of the world, in fear of those 
who give them a chance for their livelihoods and un- 
derpay them all they can. He never went so far in 
socialism as I have gone, if he went that way at all, 
but he was fascinated with Looking Backward and had 
Bellamy to visit him; and from the first he had a 
luminous vision of organized labor as the only pres- 
ent help for working - men. He would show that- 
side with such clearness and such force that you 
could not say anything in hopeful contradiction; he 
saw with that relentless insight of his that in the 
Unions was the working-man's only present hope of 
standing up like a man against money and the power 
of it. There was a time when I was afraid that his 
eyes were a little holden from the truth; but in the 
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very last talk I heard from him I found that I was 
wrong, and that this great humorist was as great a 
humanist as ever. I wish that all the work-folk could 
know this, and could know him their friend in life as 
he was in literature ; as he was in such a glorious gospel 
of equality as the Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's 
Court. 



XII 

Whether I will or no I must let things come into 
my story thought-wise, as he would have let them, for 
I cannot remember them in their order. One night, 
while we were giving a party, he suddenly stormed in 
with a friend of his and mine, Mr. Twichell, and im- 
mediately began to eat and drink of our supper, for 
they had come straight to our house from walking to 
Boston, or so great a part of the way as to be ahungered 
and athirst. I can see him now as he stood up in the 
midst of our friends, with his head thrown back, and 
in his hand a dish of those escalloped oysters without 
which no party in Cambridge was really a party, ex- 
ulting in the tale of his adventure, which, had abounded 
in the most original characters and amusing incidents 
at every mile of their progress. They had broken their 
journey with a night's rest, and they had helped them- 
selves lavishly out by rail in the last half; but still it 
had been a mighty walk to do in two days. Clemens 
was a great walker in those years, and was always tell- 
ing of his tramps with Mr. Twichell to Talcott's Tower, 
ten miles out of Hartford. As he walked of course 
he talked, and of course he smoked. Whenever he had 
been a few days with us, the whole house had to be aired, 
for he smoked all over it from breakfast to bedtime. 
He always w T ent to bed with a cigar in his mouth, and 
sometimes, mindful of my fire insurance, I went up 
and took it awav, still burning, after he had fallen 
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asleep. I do not know how much a man may smoke 
and live, but apparently he smoked as much as a man 
could, for he smoked incessantly. 

He did not care much to meet people, as I fancied, 
and we were greedy of him for ourselves; he was 
precious to us; and I would not have exposed him to 
the critical edge of that Cambridge acquaintance which 
might not have appreciated him at, say, his transat- 
lantic value. In America his popularity was as instant 
as it was vast. But it must be acknowledged that for 
a much longer time here than in England polite learn- 
ing hesitated his praise. In England rank, fashion, 
and culture rejoiced in him. Lord mayors, lord 
chief justices, and magnates of many kinds were his 
hosts; he was desired in country houses, and his bold 
genius captivated the favor of periodicals which spurn- 
ed the rest of our nation. But in his own country 
it was different. In proportion as people thought 
themselves refined they questioned that quality which 
all recognize in him now, but which was then the in- 
spired knowledge of the. simple-hearted multitude. I 
went with him to see Longfellow, but I do not think 
Longfellow made much of him, and Lowell made less. 
He stopped as if with the long Semitic curve of Clem- 
ens's nose, which in the indulgence of his passion for 
finding every one more or less a Jew he pronounced 
unmistakably racial. It was two of my most fastidious 
Cambridge friends who accepted him with the Eng- 
lish, the European entirety — namely, Charles Eliot 
Norton and Professor Erancis J. Child. Norton was 
then newly back from a long sojourn abroad, and his 
judgments were delocalized. He met Clemens as if 
they had both been in England, and rejoiced in his 
bold freedom from environment, and in the rich variety 
and boundless reach of his talk. Child was of a per- 
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sonal liberty as great in its fastidious way as that of 
Clemens himself, and though he knew him only at 
second hand, he exulted in the most audacious instance 
of his grotesquery, as I shall have to tell by-and-by, 
almost solely. I cannot say just why Clemens seemed 
not to hit the favor of our community of scribes and 
scholars, as Bret Harte had done, when he came on 
from California, and swept them before him, disrupt- 
ing their dinners and delaying their lunches with im- 
punity; but it is certain he did not, and I had better 
say so. 

I am surprised to find from the bibliographical au- 
thorities that it was so late as 1875 when he came with 
the manuscript of Tom Sawyer, and asked me to read 
it, as a friend and critic, and not as an editor. I have 
an impression that this was at Mrs. Clemens's instance 
in his own uncertainty about printing it. She trusted 
me, I can say with a satisfaction few things now give 
me, to be her husband's true and cordial adviser, and 
I was so. I believe I never failed him in this part, 
though in so many of our enterprises and projects I 
was false as water through my temperamental love of 
backing out of any undertaking. I believe this never 
ceased to astonish him, and it has always astonished 
me; it appears to me quite out of character; though 
it is certain that an undertaking, when I have en- 
tered upon it, holds me rather than I it. But how- 
ever this immaterial matter may be, I am glad 
to remember that I thoroughly liked Tom Sawyer, 
and said so with every possible amplification. Very 
likely, I also made my suggestions for its improvement ; 
I could not have been a real critic without that ; and I 
have no doubt they were gratefully accepted and, I 
hope, never acted upon. I went with him to the horse- 
car station in Harvard Square, as my frequent wont 
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was, and put him aboard a car with his MS. in his 
hand, stayed and reassured, so far as I counted, concern- 
ing it. I do not know what his misgivings were; per- 
haps they were his wife's misgivings, for she wished 
him to be known not only for the wild and boundless 
humor that was in him, but for the beauty and tender- 
ness and " natural piety " ; and she would not have had 
him judged by a too close fidelity to the rude conditions 
of Tom Sawyer's life. This is the meaning that I read 
into the fact of his coming to me with those doubts. 



xni 

Clemens had then and for many years the habit of 
writing to me about what he was doing, and still more 
of what he was experiencing. Nothing struck his im- 
agination, in or out of the daily routine, but he wished 
to write me of it, and he wrote with the greatest ful- 
ness and a lavish dramatization, sometimes to the 
length of twenty or forty pages, so that I have now 
perhaps fifteen hundred pages of his letters. They 
will no doubt some day be published, but I am not even 
referring to them in these records, which I think had 
best come to the reader with an old man's falterings 
and uncertainties. With his frequent absences and my 
own abroad, and the intrusion of calamitous cares, the 
rich tide of his letters was more and more interrupted. 
At times it almost ceased, and then it would come 
again, a torrent. In the very last weeks of his life 
he burst forth, and, though too w 7 eak himself to write, 
he dictated his rage with me for recommending to him 
a certain author whose truthfulness he could not deny, 
but w T hom he hated for his truthfulness to sordid and 
ugly conditions. At heart Clemens was romantic, and 
he would have had the world of fiction stately and 
handsome and whatever the real world was not; but 
he was not romanticistic, and he was too helplessly an 
artist not to wish his own work to show life as he had 
seen it. I w r as preparing to rap him back for these 
letters when I read that he had got home to die; he 

would have liked the rapping back. 
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He liked coming to Boston, especially for those 
luncheons and dinners in which the fertile hospitality 
of our publisher, Osgood, abounded. He dwelt equi- 
distant from Boston and New York, and he had special 
friends in New York, but he said he much preferred 
coming to Boston; of late years he never went there, 
and he had lost the habit of it long before he came 
home from Europe to live in New York. At these 
feasts, which were often of after - dinner - speaking 
measure, he could always be trusted for something of 
amazing delight-fulness. Once, when Osgood could 
think of no other occasion for a dinner, he gave him- 
self a birthday dinner, and asked his friends and au- 
thors. The beautiful and splendid trooper-like Waring 
was there, and I recall how in the long, rambling speech 
in which Clemens went round the table hitting every 
head at it, and especially visiting Osgood with thanks 
for his ingenious pretext for our entertainment, he 
congratulated Waring upon his engineering genius and 
his hypnotic control of municipal governments. lie 
said that if there was a plan for draining a city at a 
cost of a million, by seeking the level of the water in 
the down-hill course of the sewers, Waring would come 
with a plan to drain that town up-hill at twice the cost 
and carry it through the Common Council without op- 
position. It is hard to say whether the time was gladder 
at these dinners, or at the small lunches at which Os- 
good and Aldrich and I foregathered with him and 
talked the afternoon away till well toward the winter 
twilight. 

He was a great figure, and the principal figure, at 
one of the first of the now worn-out Authors' Eeadings, 
which was held in the Boston Museum to aid a Long- 
fellow memorial. It was the late George Parsons La- 
throp (everybody seems to be late in these sad days) 
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who imagined the reading, but when it came to a price 
for seats I can always claim the glory of fixing it at five 
dollars. The price if not the occasion proved irre- 
sistible, and the museum was packed from the floor 
to the topmost gallery. Norton presided, and when 
it came Clemens's turn to read he introduced him with 
such exquisite praises as he best knew how to give, 
but before he closed he fell a prey to one of those 
lapses of tact which are the peculiar peril of people 
of the greatest tact. He was reminded of Darwin's 
delight in Mark Twain, and how when he came from 
his long day's exhausting study, and sank into bed at 
midnight, he took up a volume of Mark Twain, whose 
books he always kept on a table beside him, and what- 
ever had been his tormenting problem, or excess of toil, 
he felt secure of a good night's rest from it. A sort 
of blank ensued which Clemens filled in the only pos- 
sible way. He said he should always be glad that he 
had contributed to the repose of that great man, whom 
science owed so much, and then without waiting for the 
joy in every breast to burst forth, he began to read. 
It was curious to watch his triumph with the house. 
His carefully studied effects would reach the first rows 
in the orchestra first, and ripple in laughter back to the 
standees against the wall, and then with a fine resur- 
gence come again to the rear orchestra seats, and 
so rise from gallery to gallery till it fell back, a 
cataract of applause from the topmost rows of seats. 
He was such a practised speaker that he knew all 
the stops of that simple instrument man, and there 
is no doubt that these results were accurately intended 
from his unerring knowledge. He was the most con- 
summate public performer I ever saw, and it was an 
incomparable pleasure to hear him lecture: on the plat- 
form he was the great and finished actor which he prob- 
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ably would not have been on the stage. He was fond 
of private theatricals, and liked to play in them with 
his children and their friends, in dramatizations of such 
stories of his as The Prince and the Pauper; but I 
never saw him in any of these scenes. When he read 
his manuscript to you, it was with a thorough, how- 
ever involuntary, recognition of its dramatic qualities ; 
he held that an actor added fully half to the character 
the author created. With my own hurried and half- 
hearted reading of passages which I wished to try on 
him from unprinted chapters (say, out of The Undis- 
covered Country or A Modem Instance) he said frank- 
ly that my reading could spoil anything. He was 
realistic, but he was essentially histrionic, and he was 
rightly so. What Ave have strongly conceived we ought 
to make others strongly imagine, and we ought to use 
every genuine art to that end. 



XIV 

There came a time when the lecturing which had 
been the joy of his prime became his loathing, loathing 
unutterable, and when he renounced it with indescrib- 
able violence. Yet he was always hankering for those 
fleshpots whose savor lingered on his palate and filled 
his nostrils after his withdrawal from the platform. 
The Authors' Headings when they had won their brief 
popularity abounded in suggestion for him. Heading 
from one's book was not so bad as giving a lecture 
written for a lecture's purpose, and he was willing at 
last to compromise. He had a magnificent scheme for 
touring the country with Aldrich and Mr. Gr. W. Cable 
and myself, in a private car, with a cook of our own, 
and every facility for living on the fat of the land. 
We should read only four times a week, in an enter- 
tainment that should not last more than an hour and 
a half. He would be the impresario, and would guar- 
antee us others at least seventy-five dollars a day, and 
pay every expense of the enterprise, which he pro- 
visionally called the Circus, himself. But Aldrich and 
I were now no longer in those earlier thirties when 
we so cheerfully imagined Memorable Murders for sub- 
scription publication ; we both abhorred public appear- 
ances, and, at any rate, I was going to Europe for a 
year. So the plan fell through except as regarded Mr. 
Cable, who, in his way, was as fine a performer as 
Clemens, and could both read and sing the matter of 
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his books. On a far less stupendous scale they two 
made the rounds of the great lecturing circuit together. 
But I believe a famous lecture-manager had charge of 
them and travelled with them. 

He was a most sanguine man, a most amiable per- 
son, and such a believer in fortune that Clemens used 
to say of him, as he said of one of his early publishers, 
that you could rely upon fifty per cent, of everything 
he promised. I myself many years later became a 
follower of this hopeful prophet, and I can testify that 
in my case at least he was able to keep ninety-nine, 
and even a hundred, per cent, of his word. It was I 
who was much nearer failing of mine, for I promptly 
began to lose sleep from the nervous stress of my lectur- 
ing and from the gratifying but killing receptions after- 
ward, and I was truly in that state from insomnia 
which Clemens recognized in the brief letter I got from 
him in the Western city, after half a dozen wakeful 
nights. He sardonically congratulated me on having 
gone into " the lecture field," and then he said : " I 
know where you are now. You are in hell." 

It was this perdition which he re-entered when he 
undertook that round-the-world lecturing tour for the 
payment of the debts left to him by the bankruptcy of 
his firm in the publishing business. It was not purely 
perdition for him, or, rather, it was perdition for only 
one-half of him, the author-half; for the actor-half it 
was paradise. The author who takes up lecturing with- 
out the ability to give histrionic support to the literary 
reputation which he brings to the crude test of his 
reader's eyes and ears, invokes a peril and a mis- 
ery unknown to the lecturer who has made his first 
public from the platform. Clemens was victori- 
ous on the platform from the beginning, and it 

would be folly to pretend that he did not exult in 
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his triumphs there. But I suppose, with the wearing 
nerves of middle life, he hated more and more the 
personal swarming of interest upon him, and all the 
inevitable clatter of the thing. Yet he faced it, and he 
labored round our tiresome globe that he might pay the 
uttermost farthing of debts which he had not know- 
ingly contracted, the debts of his partners who had 
meant well and done ill, not because they were evil, 
but because they were unwise, and as unfit for their 
work as he w r as. " Pay what thou owest." That is 
right, even when thou owest it by the error of others, 
and even when thou owest it to a bank, which had not 
lent it from love of thee, but in the hard line of busi- 
ness and thy need. 

Clemens's behavior in this matter redounded to his 
glory among the nations of the whole earth, and es- 
pecially in this nation, so wrapped in commerce and 
so little used to honor among its many thieves. He had 
behaved like Walter Scott, as millions rejoiced to know, 
who had not known how Walter Scott had behaved till 
they knew it was like Clemens. No doubt it will be 
put to his credit in the books of the Recording Angel, 
but what the Judge of all the Earth will say of it at 
the Last Day there is no telling. I should not be sur- 
prised if He accounted it of less merit than some other 
things that Clemens did and was: less than his abhor- 
rence of the Spanish War, and the destruction of the 
South-African republics, and our deceit of the Fili- 
pinos, and his hate of slavery, and his payment of his 
portion of our race's debt to the race of the colored 
student whom he saw through college, and his support 
of a poor artist for three years in Paris, and his loan 
of opportunity to the youth who became the most brill- 
iant of our actor-dramatists, and his eager pardon of 

the thoughtless girl who was near paying the penalty 
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of her impertinence with the loss of her place, and his 
remembering that the insolent brakeman got so few 
dollars a month, and his sympathy for working-men 
standing up to money in their Unions, and even his 
pity for the wounded bird throbbing out its little life 
on the grass for the pleasure of the cruel fool who shot 
it. These and the thousand other charities and benefi- 
cences in which he abounded, openly or secretly, may 
avail him more than the discharge of his firm's liabili- 
ties with the Judge of all the Earth, who surely will do 
right, but whose measures and criterions no man knows, 
and I least of all men. 

He made no great show of sympathy with people in 
their anxieties, but it never failed, and at a time when 
I lay sick for many weeks his letters were of comfort 
to those who feared I might not rise again. His hand 
was out in help for those Avho needed help, and in kind- 
ness for those who needed kindness. There remains in 
my mind the dreary sense of a long, long drive to the 
uttermost bounds of the South End at Boston, where he 
went to call upon some obscure person whose claim 
stretched in a lengthening chain from his early days 
in Missouri — a most inadequate person, in whose vac- 
uity the gloom of the dull day deepened till it was 
almost too deep for tears. He bore the ordeal with 
grim heroism, and silently smoked away the sense of 
it, as we drove back to Cambridge, in his slippered feet, 
sombrely musing, sombrely swearing. But he knew he 
had done the right, the kind thing, and he was content. 
He came the whole way from Hartford to go with me 
to a friendless play of mine, which Alessandro Salvini 
was giving in a series of matinees to houses never en- 
larging themselves beyond the count of the brave two 
hundred who sat it through, and he stayed my fainting 
spirit with a cheer beyond flagons, joining me in my 
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joke at the misery of it, and carrying the fun 
farther. 

Before that he had come to witness the aesthetic 
suicide of Anna Dickinson, who had been a flaming 
light of the political platform in the war days, and 
had been left by them consuming in a hapless am- 
bition for the theatre. The poor girl had had a play 
written especially for her, and as Anne Boleyn she 
ranted and exhorted through the five acts, drawing ever 
nearer the utter defeat of the anti-climax. We could 
hardly look at each other for pity, Clemens sitting there 
in the box he had taken, with his shaggy head out over 
the corner and his slippered feet curled under him: 
he either went to a place in his slippers or he carried 
them with him, and put them on as soon as he could 
put off his boots. When it was so that we could not 
longer follow her failure and live, he began to talk of 
the absolute close of her career which the thing was, 
and how probably she had no conception that it was 
the end. He philosophized the mercifulness of the fact, 
and of the ignorance of most of us, w T hen mortally sick 
or fatally wounded. We think it is not the end, be- 
cause we have never ended before, and we do not see 
how we can end. Some can push by the awful hour 
and live again, but for Anna Dickinson there could 
be, and was, no such palingenesis. Of course we got 
that solemn joy out of reading her fate aright which 
is the compensation of the wise spectator in witness- 
ing the inexorable doom of others. 



XV 

When Messrs. Houghton & Mifflin became owners of 
The Atlantic Monthly, Mr. Houghton fancied having 
some breakfasts and dinners, which should bring the 
publisher and the editor face to face with the con- 
tributors, who were bidden from far and near. Of 
course, the subtle fiend of advertising, who has now 
grown so unblushing bold, lurked under the covers at 
these banquets, and the junior partner and the young 
editor had their joint and separate fine anguishes of 
misgiving as to the taste and the principle of them; 
but they were really very simple-hearted and honestly 
meant hospitalities, and they prospered as they ought, 
and gave great pleasure and no pain. I forget some 
of the " emergent occasions," but I am sure of a birth- 
day dinner most unexpectedly accepted by Whittier, 
and a birthday luncheon to Mrs. Stowe, and I think a 
birthday dinner to Longfellow; but the passing years 
have left me in the dark as to the pretext of that supper 
at which Clemens made his awful speech, and came so 
near being the death of us all. At the breakfasts and 
luncheons we had the pleasure of our lady contributors' 
company, but that night there were only men, and be- 
cause of our great strength we survived. 

I suppose the year was about 1879, but here the 

almanac is unimportant, and I can only say that it was 

after Clemens had become a very valued contributor 

of the magazine, where he found himself to his own 
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great explicit satisfaction. He had jubilantly accepted 
our invitation, and had promised a speech, which it 
appeared afterward he had prepared with unusual care 
and confidence. It was his custom always to think out 
his speeches, mentally wording them, and then memo- 
rizing them by a peculiar system of mnemonics which, 
he had invented. On the dinner-table a certain suc- 
cession of knife, spoon, salt-cellar, and butter-plate sym- 
bolized a train of ideas, and on the billiard-table a ball, 
a cue, and a piece of chalk served the same purpose. 
With a diagram of these printed on the brain he had 
full command of the phrases which his excogitation 
had attached to them, and which embodied the ideas in 
perfect form. He believed he had been particularly 
fortunate in his notion for the speech of that evening, 
and he had worked it out in joyous self-reliance. It 
was the notion of three tramps, three dead-beats, visit- 
ing a California mining-camp, and imposing themselves 
upon the innocent miners as respectively Ralph Waldo 
Emerson, Henry W r adsworth Longfellow, and Oliver 
Wendell Holmes. The humor of the conception must 
prosper or must fail according to the mood of the 
hearer, but Clemens felt sure of compelling this to 
sympathy, and he looked forward to an unparalleled 
triumph. 

But there were two things that he had not taken into 
account. One was the species of religious veneration 
in which these men were held by those nearest them, 
a thing that I should not be able to realize to people 
remote from them in time and place. They were men 
of extraordinary dignity, of the thing called presence, 
for w r ant of some clearer word, so that no one could well 
approach them in a personally light or trifling spirit. 
I do not suppose that anybody more truly valued them 
or more piously loved them than Clemens himself, but 
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the intoxication of his fancy carried him beyond the 
bounds of that regard, and emboldened him to the 
other thing which he had not taken into account — name- 
ly, the immense hazard of working his fancy out before 
their faces, and expecting them to enter into the delight 
of it. If neither Emerson, nor Longfellow, nor Holmes 
had been there, the scheme might possibly have carried, 
but even this is doubtful, for those who so devoutly 
honored them would have overcome their horror with 
difficulty, and perhaps would not have overcome it at 
all. 

The publisher, with a modesty very ungrateful to 
me, had abdicated his office of host, and I was the 
hapless president, fulfilling the abhorred function of 
calling people to their feet and making them speak. 
When I came to Clemens I introduced him with the 
cordial admiring I had for him as one of my greatest 
contributors and dearest friends. Here, I said, in sum, 
was a humorist who never left you hanging your head 
for having enjoyed his joke; and then the amazing 
mistake, the bewildering blunder, the cruel catastrophe 
was upon us. I believe that after the scope of the 
burlesque made itself clear, there was no one there, in- 
cluding the burlesquer himself, who was not smitten 
with a desolating dismay. There fell a silence, weigh- 
ing many tons to the square inch, which deepened from 
moment to moment, and was broken only by the hys- 
terical and blood-curdling laughter of a single guest, 
wdiose name shall not be handed down to infamy. No- 
body knew whether to look at the speaker or clown at 
his plate. I chose my plate as the least affliction, and 
so I do not know how Clemens looked, except when I 
stole a glance at him, and saw him standing solitary 
amid his appalled and appalling listeners, with his joke 
dead on his hands. From a first glance at the great 
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three whom his jest had made its theme, I was aware 
of Longfellow sitting upright, and regarding the hu- 
morist with an air of pensive puzzle, of Holmes busily 
writing on his menu, with a well-feigned effect of pre- 
occupation, and of Emerson, holding his elbows, and 
listening: with a sort of Jovian oblivion of this nether 
world in that lapse of memory which saved him in 
those later years from so much bother. Clemens must 
have dragged his joke to the climax and left it there, 
but I cannot say this from any sense of the fact. Of 
what happened afterward at the table where the im- 
mense, the wholly innocent, the truly unimagined af- 
front was offered, I have no longer the least remem- 
brance. I next remember being in a room of the hotel, 
where Clemens was not to sleep, but to toss in despair, 
and Charles Dudley Warner's saying, in the gloom, 
" Well, Mark, you re a funny fellow." It was as well 
as anything else he could have said, but Clemens seemed 
unable to accept the tribute. 

I stayed the night with him, and the next morning, 
after a haggard breakfast, we drove about and he made 
some purchases of bric-a-brac for his house in Hart- 
ford, with a soul as far away from bric-a-brac as ever 
the soul of man was. He went home by an early train, 
and he lost no time in writing back to the three divine 
personalities which he had so involuntarily seemed to 
flout. They all wrote back to him, making it as light 
for him as they could. I have heard that Emerson was 
a good deal mystified, and in his sublime forgetfulness 
asked, Who was this gentleman who appeared to think 
he had offered him some sort of annoyance? But I 
am not sure that this is accurate. What I am sure of 
is that Longfellow, a few days after, in my study, 
stopped before a photograph of Clemens and said, " Ah, 
he is a wagP' 7 and nothing more. Holmes told me, 
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with deep emotion, such as a brother humorist might 
well feel, that he had not lost an instant in replying to 
Clemens's letter, and assuring him that there had not 
been the least offence, and entreating him never to 
think of the matter again. " He said that he was a 
fool, but he was God's fool," Holmes quoted from the 
letter, with a true sense of the pathos and the humor of 
the self-abasement. 

To me Clemens wrote a week later, " It doesn't get 
any better; it burns like fire." But now I understand 
that it was not shame that burnt, but rage for a blun- 
der which he had so incredibly committed. That to 
have conceived of those men, the most dignified in our 
literature, our civilization, as impersonable by three 
hoboes, and then to have imagined that he could ask 
them personally to enjoy the monstrous travesty, was 
a break, he saw too late, for which there was no repair. 
Yet the time came, and not so very long afterward, 
when some mention was made of the incident as a mis- 
take, and he said, with all his fierceness, " But I don't 
admit that it was a mistake," and it was not so in the 
minds of all witnesses at second hand. The morning 
after the dreadful dinner there came a glowing note 
from Professor Child, who had read the newspaper re- 
port of it, praising Clemens's burlesque as the richest 
piece of humor in the world, and betraying no sense 
of incongruity in its perpetration in the presence of its 
victims. I think it must always have ground in Clem- 
ens's soul, that he was the prey of circumstances, and 
that if he had some more favoring occasion he could 
retrieve his loss in it by giving the thing the right 
setting. Not more than two or three years ago, he 
came to try me as to trying it again at a meeting of 
newspaper men in Washington. I had to own my fears, 
while I alleged Child's note on the other hand, but in 
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the end lie did not try it with the newspaper men. I 
do not know whether lie has ever printed it or not, but 
since the thing happened I have often wondered how 
much offence there really was in it. I am not sure but 
the horror of the spectators read more indignation into 
the subjects of the hapless drolling than they felt. But 
it must have been difficult for them to bear it with 
equanimity. To be sure, they were not themselves 
mocked; the joke was, of course, beside them; never- 
theless, their personality was trifled with, and I could 
only end by reflecting that if I had been in their place 
I should not have liked it myself. Clemens would have 
liked it himself, for he had the heart for that sort of 
wild play, and he so loved a joke that even if it took 
the form of a liberty, and was yet a good joke, he would 
have loved it. But perhaps this burlesque was not a 
good joke. 



XVI 

Clemens was of tenest at my house in Cambridge, but 
he was also sometimes at my house in Eelmont; when, 
after a year in Europe, we went to live in Boston, he 
was more rarely with us. We could never be long to- 
gether without something out of the common happen- 
ing, and one day something far out of the common 
happened, which fortunately refused the nature of 
absolute tragedy, while remaining rather the saddest 
sort of comedy. We were looking out of my library 
window on that view of the Charles which I was so 
proud of sharing with my all-but-next-door neighbor, 
Doctor Holmes, when another friend who was with us 
called out with curiously impersonal interest, " Oh, 
see that woman getting into the water !" This would 
have excited curiosity and alarmed anxiety far less 
lively than ours, and Clemens and I rushed down- 
stairs and out through my basement and back gate. 
At the same time a coachman came out of a stable 
next door, and grappled by the shoulders a woman who 
was somewhat deliberately getting down the steps to 
the water over the face of the embankment. Before we 
could reach them he had pulled her up to the drive- 
way, and stood holding her there while she crazily 
grieved at her rescue. As soon as he saw us he went 
back into his stable, and left us with the poor wild 
creature on our hands. She was not very young and 
not very pretty, and we could not have flattered our- 
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selves with the notion of anything romantic in her sui- 
cidal mania, but we could take her on the broad human 
level, and on this we proposed to escort her up Beacon 
Street till we could give her into the keeping of one 
of those kindly policemen whom our neighborhood 
knew\ N*aturally there was no policeman known to 
us or unknown the whole way to the Public Garden. 
We had to circumvent our charge in her present design 
of drowning herself, and walk her past the streets cross- 
ing Beacon to the river. At these points it needed con- 
siderable reasoning to overcome her wish and some ac- 
tive manoeuvring in both of us to enforce our arguments. 
Nobody else appeared to be interested, and though we 
did not court publicity in the performance of the duty 
so strangely laid upon us, still it was rather disap- 
pointing to be so entirely ignored. 

There are some four or five crossings to the river 
between 302 Beacon Street and the Public Garden, 
and the suggestions at our command were pretty well 
exhausted by the time we reached it. Still the expected 
policeman was nowhere in sight ; but a brilliant thought 
occurred to Clemens. He asked me where the nearest 
police station was, and when I told him, he started off 
at his highest speed, leaving me in sole charge of our 
hapless ward. All my powers of suasion were now 
taxed to the utmost, and I began attracting attention 
as a short, stout gentleman in early middle life en- 
deavoring to distrain a respectable female of her per- 
sonal liberty, when his accomplice had abandoned him 
to his wicked design. After a much longer time than 
I thought I should have taken to get a policeman from 
the station, Clemens reappeared in easy conversation 
with an officer who had probably realized that he was 
in the company of Mark Twain, and was in no hurry 

to end the interview. He took possession of our cap- 
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tive, and we saw her no more. I now wonder that with 
our joint instinct for failure we ever got rid of her; 
but I am sure we did, and few things in life have given 
me greater relief. When we got back to my house we 
found the friend we had left there quite unruffled and 
not much concerned to know the facts of our adventure. 
My impression is that he had been taking a nap on 
my lounge; he appeared refreshed and even gay; but 
if I am inexact in these details he is alive to refute me. 



XVII 

A little after this Clemens went abroad with his 
family, and lived several years in Germany. His let- 
ters still came, but at longer intervals, and the thread 
of onr intimate relations was inevitably broken. He 
would write me when something I had written pleased 
him, or when something signal occurred to him, or 
some political or social outrage stirred him to wrath, 
and he wished to free his mind in pious profanity. 
During this sojourn he came near dying of pneumonia 
in Berlin, and he had slight relapses from it after com- 
ma: home. In Berlin also he had the honor of dining 
with the German Emperor at the table of a cousin 
married to a high officer of the court. Clemens was a 
man to enjoy such a distinction; he knew how to take 
it as a delegated recognition from the German people ; 
but as coming from a rather cockahoop sovereign who 
had as yet only his sovereignty to value himself upon, 
he was not very proud of it. Tie expressed a quiet dis- 
dain of the event as between the imperiality and him- 
self, on whom it was supposed to confer such glory, 
crowning his life with the topmost leaf of laurel. He 
was in the same mood in his account of an English 
dinner many years before, where there was a " little 
Scotch lord " present, to whom the English tacitly re- 
ferred Clemens's talk, and laughed when the lord laugh- 
ed, and were grave when he failed to smile. Of all the 
men I have known he was the farthest from a snob, 
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though he valued recognition, and liked the flattery of 
the fashionable fair when it came in his way. He 
would not go out of his way for it, but like most able 
and brilliant men he loved the minds of women, their 
wit, their agile cleverness, their sensitive perception, 
their humorous appreciation, the saucy things they 
would say, and their pretty, temerarious defiances. 
He had, of course, the keenest sense of what was truly 
dignified and truly undignified in people; but he was 
not really interested in what we call society affairs; 
they scarcely existed for him, though his books witness 
how he abhorred the dreadful fools who through some 
chance of birth or wealth hold themselves different from 
other men. 

Commonly he did not keep things to himself, es- 
pecially dislikes and condemnations. Upon most cur- 
rent events he had strong opinions, and he uttered them 
strongly. After a while he was silent in them, but if 
you tried him you found him in them still. He was 
tremendously worked up by a certain famous trial, as 
most of us were who lived in the time of it. He believed 
the accused guilty, but when we met some months after 
it was over, and I tempted him to speak his mind upon 
it, he would only say, The man had suffered enough; 
as if the man had expiated his wrong, and he was not 
going to do anything to renew his penalty. I found 
that very curious, very delicate. His continued blame 
could not come to the sufferer's knowledge, but he felt 
it his duty to forbear it. 

He was apt to wear himself out in the vehemence of 
his resentments; or, he had so spent himself in utter- 
ing them that he had literally nothing more to say. 
You could offer Clemens offences that would anger 
other men and he did not mind ; he would account for 

them from human nature; but if he thought you had 
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in any way played him false yon were anathema and 
maranatha forever. Yet not forever, perhaps, for by- 
and-by, after years, he would be silent. There were 
two men, half a generation apart in their succession, 
whom he thought equally atrocious in their treason to 
him, and of whom he used to talk terrifyingly, even 
after they were out of the world. He went farther than 
Heine, who said that he forgave his enemies, but not 
till they were dead. Clemens did not forgive his dead 
enemies; their death seemed to deepen their crimes, 
like a base evasion, or a cowardly attempt to escape; 
he pursued them to the grave; he would like to dig 
them up and take vengeance upon their clay. So he said, 
but no doubt he would not have hurt them if he had 
had them living before him. He was generous with- 
out stint; he trusted without measure, but where his 
generosity was abused, or his trust betrayed, he was a 
fire of vengeance, a consuming flame of suspicion 
that no sprinkling of cool patience from others could 
quench ; it had to burn itself out. He was eagerly and 
lavishly hospitable, but if a man seemed willing to bat- 
ten on him, or in any way to lie down upon him, Clem- 
ens despised him unutterably. In his frenzies of re- 
sentment or suspicion he would not, and doubtless could 
not, listen to reason. But if between the paroxysms 
he were confronted with the facts he would own them, 
no matter how much they told against him. At one 
period he fancied that a certain newspaper was hound- 
ing him with biting censure and poisonous paragraphs, 
and he was filling himself up with wrath to be duly 
discharged on the editor's head. Later, he wrote me 
with a humorous joy in his mistake that Warner had 
advised him to have the paper watched for these in- 
juries. He had done so, and how many mentions of 
him did I reckon he had found in three months ? Just 
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two, and they were rather indifferent than unfriendly. 
So the paper was acquitted, and the editor's life was 
spared. The wretch never knew how near he was to 
losing it, with incredible preliminaries of obloquy, and 
a subsequent devotion to lasting infamy. 



XVIII 

His memory for favors was as good as for injuries, 
and he liked to return your friendliness with as loud 
a band of music as could be bought or bribed for the 
occasion. All that you had to do was to signify that 
you wanted his help. When my father was consul at 
Toronto during Arthur's administration, he fancied 
that his place was in danger, and he appealed to me. 
In turn I appealed to Clemens, bethinking myself of 
his friendship with Grant and Grant's friendship with 
Arthur. I asked him to write to Grant in my father's 
behalf, but No, he answered me, I must come to Hart- 
ford, and we would go on to New York together and see 
Grant personally. This was before, and long before, 
Clemens became Grant's publisher and splendid bene- 
factor, but the men liked each other as such men could 
not help doing. Clemens made the appointment, and 
we went to find Grant in his business office, that place 
where his business innocence was afterward so be- 
trayed. He was very simple and very cordial, and I 
was instantly the more at home with him, because his 
voice was the soft, rounded, Ohio Eiver accent to which 
my years were earliest used from my steamboating un- 
cles, my earliest heroes. When I stated my business he 
merely said, Oh no : that must not be ; he would write 
to Mr. Arthur ; and he did so that day ; and my father 
lived to lay down his office, when he tired of it, with no 

urgence from above. 
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It is not irrelevant to Clemens to say that Grant 
seemed to like finding himself in company with two 
literary men, one of whom at least he could make sure 
of, and unlike that silent man he was reputed, he talked 
constantly, and so far as he might he talked literature. 
At least he talked of John Phoenix, that delightfulest 
of the early Pacific Slope humorists, whom he had 
known under his real name of George H. Derby, when 
they were fellow-cadets at West Point. It was mighty 
pretty, as Pepys would say, to see the delicate deference 
Clemens paid our plain hero, and the manly respect 
with which he listened. While Grant talked, his lunch- 
eon was brought in from some unassuming restaurant 
near by, and he asked us to join him in the baked 
beans and coffee which were served us in a little room 
out of the office with about the same circumstance as 
at a railroad refreshment-counter. The baked beans 
and coffee were of about the railroad - refreshment 
quality; but eating them with Grant was like sitting 
down to baked beans and coffee with Julius Caesar, 
or Alexander, or some other great Plutarchan cap- 
tain. 

One of the highest satisfactions of Clemens's often 
supremely satisfactory life was his relation to Grant. 
It was his proud joy to tell how he found Grant about 
to sign a contract for his book on certainly very good 
terms, and said to him that he would himself publish 
the book and give him a percentage three times as 
large. He said Grant seemed to doubt whether he could 
honorably withdraw from the negotiation at that point, 
but Clemens overbore his scruples, and it was his un- 
paralleled privilege, his princely pleasure, to pay the 
author a far larger check for his work than had ever 
been paid to an author before. He valued even 
more than this splendid opportunity the sacred mo- 
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ments in which their business brought him into the 
presence of the slowly dying, heroically living man 
whom he was so befriending; and he told me in 
words which surely lost none of their simple pathos 
through his report how Grant described his suffer- 
ing. 

The prosperity of this venture was the beginning 
of Clemens's adversity, for it led to excesses of enter- 
prise which were forms of dissipation. The young 
sculptor who had come back to him from Paris mod- 
elled a small bust of Grant, which Clemens multiplied 
in great numbers to his great loss, and the success of 
Grant's book tempted him to launch on publishing seas 
where his bark presently foundered. The first and 
greatest of his disasters was the Life of Pope Leo 
XIII., which he came to tell me of, when he had im- 
agined it, in a sort of delirious exultation. He had 
no words in which to paint the magnificence of the 
project, or to forecast its colossal success. It would 
have a currency bounded only by the number of Cath- 
olics in Christendom. It would be translated into every 
language which was anywhere written or printed; it 
would be circulated literally in every country of the 
globe, and Clemens's book agents would carry the pros- 
pectuses and then the bound copies of the work to the 
ends of the whole earth. Not only would every Catholic 
buy it, but every Catholic must, as he was a good Cath- 
olic, as he hoped to be saved. It was a magnificent 
scheme, and it captivated me, as it had captivated 
Clemens ; it dazzled us both, and neither of us saw the 
fatal defect in it. We did not consider how often Cath- 
olics could not read, how often when they could, they 
might not wish to read. The event proved that whether 
they could read or not the immeasurable majority did 
not wish to read the life of the Pope, though it was 
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written by a dignitary of the Church and issued to the 
world with every sanction from the Vatican. The fail- 
ure was incredible to Clemens ; his sanguine soul was 
utterly confounded, and soon a silence fell upon it 
where it had been so exuberantly jubilant. 



XIX 

The occasions which brought us to New York to- 
gether were not nearly so frequent as those which 
united us in Boston, but there was a dinner given him 
by a friend which remains memorable from the fatuity 
of two men present, so different in everything but 
their fatuity. One was the sweet old comedian 
Billy Florence, who was urging the unsuccessful 
dramatist across the table to write him a play about 
Oliver Cromwell, and giving the reasons why he 
thought himself peculiarly fitted to portray the char- 
acter of Cromwell. The other was a modestly millioned 
rich man who was then only beginning to amass the 
moneys afterward heaped so high, and was still in the 
condition to be flattered by the condescension of a yet 
greater millionaire. His contribution to our gayety 
was the verbatim report of a call he had made upon 
William II. Vanderbilt, whom he had found just about 
starting out of town, with his trunks actually in the 
front hall, but who had stayed to receive the narrator. 
He had, in fact, sat down on one of the trunks, and 
talked with the easiest friendliness, and quite, we were 
given to infer, like an ordinary human being. Clemens 
often kept on with some thread of the talk when we 
came aw T ay from a dinner, but now he was silent, as if 
" high sorrowful and cloyed " ; and it was not till well 
afterward that I found he had noted the facts from the 
bitterness with which he mocked the rich man, and the 

pity he expressed for the actor. 
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He had begun before that to amass those evidences 
against mankind which eventuated with him in his 
theory of what he called " the damned human race." 
This was not an expression of piety, but of the kind 
contempt to which he was driven by our follies and 
iniquities as lie had observed them in himself as well 
as in others. It was as mild a misanthropy, probably, 
as ever caressed the objects of its malediction. But I 
believe it was about the year 1900 that his sense of 
our perdition became insupportable and broke out in 
a mixed abhorrence and amusement which spared no 
occasion, so that I could quite understand why Mrs. 
Clemens should have found some compensation, when 
kept to her room by sickness, in the reflection that now 
she should not hear so much about " the damned human 
race." He told of that with the same wild joy that he 
told of overhearing her repetition of one of his most 
inclusive j)rofanities, and her explanation that she 
meant him to hear it so that he might know how it 
sounded. The contrast of the lurid blasphemy with 
her heavenly whiteness should have been enough to 
cure any one less grounded than he in what must be 
owned was as fixed a habit as smoking with him. When 
I first knew him he rarely vented his fury in that sort, 
and I fancy he was under a promise to her which he 
kept sacred till the wear and tear of his nerves with 
advancing years disabled him. Then it would be like 
him to struggle with himself till he could struggle no 
longer and to ask his promise back, and it would be 
like her to give it back. His profanity was the heri- 
tage of his boyhood and young manhood in social con- 
ditions and under the duress of exigencies in which 
everybody swore about as impersonally as he smoked. 
It is best to recognize the fact of it, and I do so the 

more readily because I cannot suppose the Recording 
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Angel really minded it much more than that Guardian 
Angel of his. It probably grieved them about equally, 
but they could equally forgive it. Nothing came of his 
pose regarding " the damned human race " except his 
invention of the Human Eace Luncheon Club. This 
was confined to four persons who were never all got to- 
gether, and it soon perished of their indifference. 

In the earlier days that I have more specially in 
mind one of the questions that we used to debate a good 
deal was whether every human motive was not selfish. 
We inquired as to every impulse, the noblest, the holi- 
est in effect, and he found them in the last analysis 
of selfish origin. Pretty nearly the whole time of a 
certain railroad run from New York to Hartford was 
taken up with the scrutiny of the self-sacrifice of a 
mother for her child, of the abandon of the lover who 
dies in saving his mistress from fire or flood, of the 
hero's courage in the field and the martyr's at the stake. 
Each he found springing from the unconscious love of 
self and the dread of the greater pain which the self- 
sacrificer would suffer in forbearing the sacrifice. If 
we had any time left from this inquiry that day, he 
must have devoted it to a high regret that Napoleon 
did not carry out his purpose of invading England, for 
then he would have destroyed the feudal aristocracy, or 
" reformed the lords," as it might be called now. He 
thought that would have been an incalculable blessing 
to the English people and the world. Clemens was 
always beautifully and unfalteringly a republican. 
None of his occasional misgivings for America im- 
plicated a return to monarchy. Yet he felt passion- 
ately the splendor of the English monarchy, and there 
was a time when he gloried in that figurative poetry 
by which the king was phrased as "the Majesty of 
England." He rolled the words deep-throatedly out, 
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and exulted in their beauty as if it were beyond any 
other glory of the world. He read, or read at, English 
history a great deal, and one of the by-products of his 
restless invention was a game of English Kings (like 
the game of Authors) for children. I do not know 
whether he ever perfected this, but I am quite sure it 
was not put upon the market. Very likely he brought 
it to a practicable stage, and then tired of it, as he was 
apt to do in the ultimation of his vehement under- 
takings. 



XX 



He satisfied the impassioned demand of his nature 
for incessant activities of every kind by taking a per- 
sonal as well as a pecuniary interest in the inventions 
of others. At one moment " the damned human race " 
was almost to be redeemed by a process of founding 
brass without air bubbles in it; if this could once be 
accomplished, as I understood, or misunderstood, brass 
could be used in art-printing to a degree hitherto im- 
possible. I dare say I have got it wrong, but I am not 
mistaken as to Clemens's enthusiasm for the process, 
and his heavy losses in paying its way to ultimate fail- 
ure. He was simultaneously absorbed in the perfection 
of a type-setting machine, which he was paying the 
inventor a salary to bring to a perfection so expensive 
that it was practically impracticable. We were both 
printers by trade, and I could take the same interest 
in this wonderful piece of mechanism that he could; 
and it was so truly wonderful that it did everything 
but walk and talk. Its ingenious creator was so bent 
upon realizing the highest ideal in it that he produced 
a machine of quite unimpeachable efficiency. But it 
was so costly, when finished, that it could not be made 
for less than twenty thousand dollars, if the parts were 
made by hand. This sum was prohibitive of its intro- 
duction, unless the requisite capital could be found for 
making the parts hj machinery, and Clemens spent 
many months in vainly trying to get this money to- 
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gether. In the mean time simpler machines had been 
invented and the market filled, and his investment of 
three hundred thousand dollars in the beautiful miracle 
remained permanent but not profitable. I once went 
with him to witness its performance, and it did seem 
to me the last word in its way, but it had been spoken 
too exquisitely, too fastidiously. I never heard him 
devote the inventor to the infernal gods, as he was apt 
to do with the geniuses he lost money by, and so I think 
he did not regard him as a traitor. 

In these things, and in his other schemes for the 
subiti guadagni of the speculator and the " sudden mak- 
ing of splendid names" for the benefactors of our 
species, Clemens satisfied the Colonel Sellers nature 
in himself (from which he drew the picture of that 
wild and lovable figure), and perhaps made as good 
use of his money as he could. He did not care much 
for money in itself, but he luxuriated in the lavish use 
of it, and he was as generous with it as ever a man was. 
He liked giving it, but he commonly wearied of giving 
it himself, and wherever he lived he established an 
almoner, whom he fully trusted to keep his left hand 
ignorant of what his right hand was doing. I believe 
he felt no finality in charity, but did it because in its 
provisional way it was the only thing a man could do. 
I never heard him go really into any sociological in- 
quiry, and I have a feeling that that sort of thing 
baffled and dispirited him. No one can read The Con- 
necticut Yankee and not be aware of the length and 
breadth of his sympathies with poverty, but apparently 
he had not thought out any scheme for righting the 
economic wrongs we abound in. I cannot remember 
our ever getting quite down to a discussion of the mat- 
ter ; we came very near it once in the day of the vast 
wave of emotion sent over the world by Looking Sack- 
so 
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ward, and again when we were all so troubled by the 
great coal strike in Pennsylvania; in considering that 
he seemed to be for the time doubtful of the justice 
of the working-man's cause. At all other times he 
seemed to know that whatever wrongs the working- 
man committed work was always in the right. 

When Clemens returned to America with his fam- 
ily, after lecturing round the world, I again saw him 
in New York, where I so often saw him while he was 
shaping himself for that heroic enterprise. He would 
come to me, and talk sorrowfully over his financial 
ruin, and picture it to himself as the stuff of some 
unhappy dream, which, after long prosperity, had cul- 
minated the wrong way. It was very melancholy, very 
touching, but the sorrow to which he had come home 
from his long journey had not that forlorn bewilder- 
ment in it. He was looking wonderfully well, and 
when I wanted the name of his elixir, he said it was 
plasmon. He was apt, for a man who had put faith 
so decidedly aw r ay from him, to take it back and pin 
it to some superstition, usually of a hygienic sort. 
Once, when he was well on in years, he came to !New 
York without glasses, and announced that he and all 
his family, so astigmatic and myopic and old-sighted, 
had, so to speak, burned their spectacles behind them 
upon the instruction of some sage who had found out 
that they were a delusion. The next time he came he 
wore spectacles freely, almost ostentatiously, and I 
heard from others that the whole Clemens family had 
been near losing their eyesight by the miracle worked 
in their behalf. Now, I was not surprised to learn that 
" the damned human race " was to be saved by plasmon, 
if anything, and that my first duty was to visit the 
plasmon agency with him. and procure enough plasmon 
to secure my family against the ills it was heir to for 
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evermore. I did not immediately understand that plas- 
mon was one of the investments which he had made 
from u the substance of things hoped for/' and in the 
destiny of a disastrous disappointment. But after pay- 
ing off the creditors of his late publishing firm, he had 
to do something with his money, and it was not his 
fault if he did not make a fortune out of plasmon. 



XXI 

For a time it was a question whether he should not 
go back with his family to their old home in Hartford. 
Perhaps the father's and mother's hearts drew them 
there all the more strongly because of the grief written 
ineffaceably over it, but for the younger ones it was no 
longer the measure of the world. It was easier for all 
to stay on indefinitely in New York, which is a so- 
journ without circumstance, and equally the home of 
exile and of indecision. The Clemenses took a pleas- 
ant, spacious house at Riverdale, on the Hudson, and 
there I began to see them again on something like the 
sweet old terms. They lived far more unpretentiously 
than they used, and I think with a notion of economy, 
which they had never very successfully practised. I 
recall that at the end of a certain year in Hartford, 
when they had been saving and paying cash for every- 
thing, Clemens wrote, reminding me of their avowed 
experiment, and asking me to guess how many bills 
they had at New Year's; he hastened to say that a 
horse-car would not have "held them. At Kiverdale 
they kept no carriage, and there was a snowy night 
when I drove up to their handsome old mansion in 
the station carryall, which was crusted with mud as 
from the going down of the Deluge after transporting 
Noah and his family from the Ark to whatever point 
they decided to settle at provisionally. But the good 
talk, the rich talk, the talk that could never suffer 
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poverty of mind or soul, was there, and we jubilantly 
found, ourselves again in our middle youth. It was 
the mighty moment when Clemens was building his 
engines of war for the destruction of Christian Science, 
which superstition nobody, and he least of all, expect- 
ed to destroy. It would not be easy to say whether 
in his talk of it his disgust for the illiterate twaddle 
of Mrs. Eddy's book, or his admiration of her genius 
for organization was the greater. He believed that as 
a religious machine the Christian Science Church was 
as perfect as the Eoman Church and destined to be 
more formidable in its control of the minds of men. 
He looked for its spread over the whole of Christen- 
dom, and throughout the winter he spent at Biverdale 
he was ready to meet all listeners more than half-way 
with his convictions of its powerful grasp of the aver- 
age human desire to get something for nothing. The 
vacuous vulgarity of its texts was a perpetual joy to 
him, while he bowed with serious respect to the sagacity 
which built so securely upon the everlasting rock of 
human credulity and folly. 

An interesting phase of his psychology in this busi- 
ness was not only his admiration for the masterly 
policy of the Christian Science hierarchy, but his 
willingness to allow the miracles of its healers to be 
tried on his friends and family, if they wished it. He 
had a tender heart for the whole generation of em- 
pirics, as well as the newer sorts of scientitians, but 
he seemed to base his faith in them largely upon the 
failure of the regulars rather than upon their own suc- 
cesses, which also he believed in. He was recurrently, 
but not insistently, desirous that you should try their 
strange magics when you were going to try the familiar 
medicines. 
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XXII 

The order of my acquaintance, or call it intimacy, 
with Clemens was this: our first meeting in Boston, 
my visits to him in Hartford, his visits to me in Cam- 
bridge, in Belmont, and in Boston, our briefer and less 
frequent meetings in Paris and New York, all with 
repeated interruptions through my absences in Europe, 
and his sojourns in London, Berlin, Vienna, and Flor- 
ence, and his flights to the many ends, and odds and 
ends, of the earth. I will not try to follow the events, 
if they were not rather the subjective experiences, of 
those different periods and points of time which I must 
not fail to make include his summer at York Harbor, 
and his divers residences in New York, on Tenth Street 
and on Fifth Avenue, at Biverdale, and at Stormfield, 
which his daughter has told me he loved best of all his 
houses and hoped to make his home for long years. 

Not much remains to me of the week or so that we 
had together in Paris early in the summer of 1904. 
The first thing I got at my bankers was a cable message 
announcing that my father was stricken with paralysis, 
but urging my stay for further intelligence, and I went 
about, till the final summons came, with my head in a 
mist of care and dread. Clemens was very kind and 
brotherly through it all. He was living greatly to his 
mind in one of those arcaded little hotels in the Kue 
de Eivoli, and he was free from all household duties 
to range with me. We drove together to make calls 
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of digestion at many houses where lie had got indiges- 
tion through his reluctance from their hospitality, for 
he hated dining out. But, as he explained, his wife 
wanted him to make these visits, and he did it, as he 
did everything she wanted. At one place, some sub- 
urban villa, he could get no answer to his ring, and 
he " hove " his cards over the gate just as it opened, 
and he had the shame of explaining in his unexplan- 
atory French to the man picking them up. He was 
excruciatingly helpless with his cabmen, but by very 
cordially smiling and casting himself on the drivers' 
mercy he always managed to get where he wanted. 
The family was on the verge of their many moves, 
and he was doing some small errands; he said that the 
others did the main things, and left him to do what the 
cat might. 

It was with that return upon the buoyant billow of 
plasmon, renewed in. look and limb, that Clemens's uni- 
versally pervasive popularity began in his own country. 
He had hitherto been more intelligently accepted or 
more largely imagined in Europe, and I suppose it 
was my sense of this that inspired the stupidity of my 
saying to him when we came to consider " the state of 
polite learning " among us, " You mustn't expect peo- 
ple to keep it up here as they do in England/' But 
it appeared that his countrymen were only wanting the 
chance, and they kept it up in honor of him past all 
precedent. One does not go into a catalogue of dinners, 
receptions, meetings, speeches, and the like, when there 
are more vital things to speak of. He loved these ob- 
vious joys, and he eagerly strove with the occasions 
they gave him for the brilliancy which seemed so ex- 
haustless and was so exhausting. His friends saw that 
he was wearing himself out, and it was not because of 
Mrs. Clemens's health alone that they were glad to have 
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him take refuge at Kiverdale. The family lived there 
two happy, hopeless years, and then it was ordered that 
they should change for his wife's sake to some less 
exacting climate. Clemens was not eager to go to Flor- 
ence, but his imagination was taken as it would have 
been in the old-young days by the notion of packing 
his furniture into flexible steel cages from his house 
in Hartford and unpacking it from them untouched 
at his villa in Fiesole. He got what pleasure any man 
could out of that triumph of mind over matter, but the 
shadow was creeping up his life. One sunny afternoon 
we sat on the grass before the mansion, after his wife 
had begun to get well enough for removal, and we 
looked up toward a balcony where by-and-by that lovely 
presence made itself visible, as if it had stooped there 
from a cloud. A hand frailly waved a handkerchief ; 
Clemens ran over the lawn toward it, calling tenderly : 
" What ? What ?" as if it might be an asking for him 
instead of the greeting it really was for me. It was 
the last time I saw her, if indeed I can be said to have 
seen her then, and long afterward when I said how 
beautiful we all thought her, how good, how wise, how 
wonderfully perfect in every relation of life, he cried 
out in a breaking voice : " Oh, why didn't you ever 
tell her % She thought you didn't like her." What a 
pang it was then not to have told her, but how could we 
have told her ? His unreason endeared him to me more 
than all his wisdom. 

To that Kiverdale sojourn belong my impressions of 
his most violent anti-Christian Science rages, which 
began with the postponement of his book, and softened 
into acceptance of the delay till he had well-nigh for- 
gotten his wrath when it come out. There was also 
one of those joint episodes of ours, which, strangely 
enough, did not eventuate in entire failure, as most of 

87 



MY MAEK TWAIN 

our joint episodes did. He wrote furiously to me of 
a wrong which had been done to one of the most help- 
less and one of the most helped of our literary brethren, 
asking me to join with him in recovering the money 
paid over by that brother's publisher to a false friend 
who had withheld it and would not give any account 
of it. Our hapless brother had appealed- to Clemens, 
as he had to me, with the facts, but not asking our help, 
probably because he knew he need not ask ; and Clem- 
ens enclosed to me a very taking-by-the-throat message 
which he proposed sending to the false friend. For 
once I had some sense, and answered that this would 
never do, for we had really no power in the matter, and 
I contrived a letter to the recreant so softly diplo- 
matic that I shall always think of it with pride when 
my honesties no longer give me satisfaction, saying 
that this incident had come to our knowledge, and sug- 
gesting that we felt sure he would not finally wish to 
withhold the money. Nothing more, practically, than 
that, but that was enough; there came promptly back 
a letter of justification, covering a very substantial 
check, which we hilariously forwarded to our bene- 
ficiary. But the helpless man who was so used to be- 
ing helped did not answer with the gladness I, at least, 
expected of him. He acknowledged the check as he 
would any ordinary payment, and then he made us 
observe that there was still a large sum due him out 
of the moneys withheld. At this point I proposed to 
Clemens that we should let the nonchalant victim col- 
lect the remnant himself. Clouds of sorrow had gath- 
ered about the bowed head of the delinquent since Ave 
began on him, and my fickle sympathies were turning 
his way from the victim who was really to blame for 
leaving his affairs so unguardedly to him in the first 
place. Clemens made some sort of grim assent, and we 
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dropped the matter. He was more used to ingratitude 
from those he helped than I was, who found being lain 
down upon not so amusing as he found my revolt. He 
reckoned I was right, he said, and after that I think 
we never recurred to the incident. It was not ingrati- 
tude that he ever minded ; it was treachery that really 
maddened him past forgiveness. 



XXIII 

During the summer he spent at York Harbor I was 
only forty minutes away at Kittery Point, and we saw 
each other often ; but this was before the last time at 
Kiverdale. He had a wide, low cottage in a pine grove 
overlooking York Kiver, and we used to sit at a corner 
of the veranda farthest away from Mrs. Clemens's win- 
dow, where we could read our manuscripts to each 
other, and tell our stories, and laugh our hearts out 
without disturbing her. At first she had been about 
the house, and there was one gentle afternoon when 
she made tea for us in the parlor, but that was the last 
time I spoke with her. After that it was really a ques- 
tion of how soonest and easiest she could be got back 
to Kiverdale ; but, of course, there were specious delays 
in which she seemed no worse and seemed a little better, 
and Clemens could work at a novel he had begun. He 
had taken a room in the house of a friend and neigh- 
bor, a fisherman and boatman ; there was a table where 
he could write, and a bed where he could lie down and 
read ; and there, unless my memory has played me one 
of those constructive tricks that people's memories in- 
dulge in, he read me the first chapters of an admirable 
story. The scene was laid in a Missouri town, and 
the characters such as he had known in boyhood ; but 
often as I tried to make him own it, he denied having 
written any such story; it is possible that I dreamed it, 
but I hope the MS. will yet be found. 
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I cannot say whether or not he believed that his wife 

would recover; he fought the fear of her death to the 

end ; for Jier life was far more largely his than the 

lives of most men's wives are theirs. For his own life 

I believe he would never have much cared, if I may 

trust a saying of one who was so absolutely without 

pose as he was. He said that he never saw a dead man 

whom he did not envy for having had it over and being 

clone with it. Life had always amused him, and in the 

resurgence of its interests after his sorrow had ebbed 

away he was again deeply interested in the world and 

in the human race, which, though damned, abounded 

in subjects of curious inquiry. When the time came 

for his wife's removal from York Harbor I went with 

him to Boston, where he wished to look up the best 

means of her conveyance to INTew York. The inquiry 

absorbed him: the sort of invalid-car he could get; 

how she could be carried to the village station; how 

the car could be detached from the eastern train at 

Boston and carried round to the southern train on the 

other side of the city, and then how it could be attached 

to the Hudson River train at I\ T ew York and left at 

Biverdale. There was no particular of the business 

which he did not scrutinize and master, not only with 

his poignant concern for her welfare, but with his 

strong curiosity as to how these unusual things were 

done with the usual means. With the inertness that 
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grows upon an aging man he had been used to dele- 
gating more and more things, but of that thing I per- 
ceived that he would not delegate the least detail. 

He had meant never to go abroad again, but when 
it came time to go he did not look forward to return- 
ing; he expected to live in Florence always after that; 
they were used to the life and they had been happy 
there some years earlier before he went with his wife 
for the cure of ]STauheim. But when he came home 
again it was for good and all. It was natural that he 
should wish to live in New York, where they had al- 
ready had a pleasant year in Tenth Street. I used to 
see him there in an upper room, looking south over a 
quiet open space of back yards where we fought our 
battles in behalf of the Filipinos and the Boers, and he 
carried on his campaign against the missionaries in 
China. He had not yet formed his habit of lying for 
whole days in bed and reading and writing there, yet 
he was a good deal in bed, from weakness, I suppose, 
and for the mere comfort of it. 

My perspectives are not very clear, and in the fore- 
shortening of events which always takes place in our 
review of the past I may not always time things aright. 
But I believe it was not until he had taken his house 
at 21 Fifth Avenue that he began to talk to me of 
writing his autobiography. He meant that it should 
be a perfectly veracious record of his life and period ; 
for the first time in literature there should be a true 
history of a man and a true presentation of the men 
the man had known. As we talked it over the scheme 
enlarged itself in our riotous fancy. We said it should 
be not only a book, it should be a library, not only a 
library, but a literature. It should make good the 
world's loss through Omar's barbarity at Alexandria; 
there was no image so grotesque, so extravagant that 
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we did not play with it; and the work so far as he 
carried it was really done on a colossal scale. But one 
day he said that as to veracity it was a failure ; he had 
begun to lie, and that if no man ever yet told the truth 
about himself it was because no man ever could. How 
far he had carried his autobiography I cannot say; he 
dictated the matter several hours each day; and the 
public has already seen long passages from it, and can 
judge, probably, of the make and matter of the whole 
from these. It is immensely inclusive, and it observes 
no order or sequence. Whether now, after his death, it 
will be published soon or late I have no means of know- 
ing. Once or twice he said in a vague way that it was 
not to be published for twenty years, so that the dis- 
comfort of publicity might be minimized for all the 
survivors. Suddenly he told me he w T as not working at 
it; but I did not understand whether he had finished 
it or merely dropped it ; I never asked. 

We lived in the same city, but for old men rather 
far apart, he at Tenth Street and I at Seventieth, and 
with our colds and other disabilities we did not see 
each other often. He expected me to come to him, and 
I would not without some return of my visits, but we 
never ceased to be friends, and good friends, so far as 
I know. I joked him once as to how I was going to 
come out in his autobiography, and he gave me some 
sort of joking reassurance. There was one incident, 
however, that brought us very frequently and actively 
together. He came one Sunday afternoon to have me 
call with him on Maxim Gorky, who w r as staying at 
a hotel a few streets above mine. We were both inter- 
ested in Gorky, Clemens rather more as a revolutionist 
and I as a realist, though I too wished the Russian 
Tsar ill, and the novelist well in his mission to the 
Russian sympathizers in this republic. But I had lived 
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through the episode of Kossuth's visit to us and his 
vain endeavor to raise funds for the Hungarian cause 
in 1851, when we were a younger and nobler nation 
than now, with hearts if not hands opener to the " op- 
pressed of Europe"; the oppressed of America, the 
four or five millions of slaves, we did not count. I 
did not believe that Gorky could get the money for the 
cause of freedom in Kussia which he had come to get ; 
as I told a valued friend of his and mine, I did not 
believe he could get twenty-five hundred dollars, and 
I think now I set the figure too high. I had already 
refused to sign the sort of general appeal his friends 
were making to our principles and pockets because I 
felt it so wholly idle, and when the paper was produced 
in Gorky's presence and Clemens put his name to it 
I still refused. The next day Gorky was expelled from 
his hotel with the woman who was not his wife, but 
who, I am bound to say, did not look as if she were 
not, at least to me, who am, however, not versed in 
those aspects of human nature. 

I might have escaped unnoted, but Clemens's fa- 
miliar head gave us away to the reporters waiting at 
the elevator's mouth for all who went to see Gorky. 
As it was, a hunt of interviewers ensued for us sev- 
erally and jointly. I could remain aloof in my hotel 
apartment, returning answer to such guardians of the 
public right to know everything that I had nothing to 
say of Gorky's domestic affairs; for the public in- 
terest had now strayed far from the revolution, and 
centred entirely upon these. But with Clemens it was 
different; he lived in a house with a street door kept 
by a single butler, and he was constantly rung for. I 
forget how long the siege lasted, but long enough for 
us to have fun with it. That was the moment of the 
great Vesuvian eruption, and we figured ourselves in 
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easy reach of a volcano which was every now and then 
"blowing a cone off," as the telegraphic phrase was. 
The roof of the great market in Naples had just broken 
in under its load of ashes and cinders, and crushed 
hundreds of people ; and we asked each other if we were 
not sorry we had not been there, where the pressure 
would have been far less terrific than it was with us 
in Fifth Avenue. The forbidden butler came up with 
a message that there were some gentlemen below who 
wanted to see Clemens. 

" How many ?" he demanded. 

" Five," the butler faltered. 

" Eeporters ?" 

The butler feigned uncertainty. 

" What would you do ?" he asked me. 

"I wouldn't see them," I said, and then Clemens 
went directly down to them. How or by what means 
he appeased their voracity I cannot say, but I fancy 
it was by the confession of the exact truth, which was 
harmless enough. They went away joyfully, and he 
came back in radiant satisfaction with having seen 
them. Of course he was right and I wrong, and he 
was right as to the point at issue between Gorky and 
those who had helplessly treated him with such cruel 
ignominy. In America it is not the convention for 
men to live openly in hotels with women who are not 
their wives. Gorky had violated this convention and 
he had to pay the penalty; and concerning the destruc- 
tion of his efficiency as an emissary of the revolution, 
his blunder was worse than a crime. 



XXV 

To the period of Clemens's residence in Fifth Ave- 
nue belongs his efflorescence in white serge. He was 
always rather aggressively indifferent about dress, and 
at a very early date in our acquaintance Aldrich and 
I attempted his reform by clubbing to buy him a cravat. 
But he would not put away his stiff little black bow, 
and until he imagined the suit of white serge, he wore 
always a suit of black serge, truly deplorable in the cut 
of the sagging frock. After his measure had once been 
taken he refused to make his clothes the occasion of 
personal interviews with his tailor; he sent the stuff 
by the kind elderly woman who had been in the service 
of the family from the earliest days of his marriage, 
and accepted the result without criticism. But the 
white serge was an inspiration which few men would 
have had the courage to act upon. The first time I 
saw him wear it was at the authors' hearing before the 
Congressional Committee on Copyright in Washington. 
Nothing could have been more dramatic than the gest- 
ure with which he flung off his long loose overcoat, and 
stood forth in white from his feet to the crown of his 
silvery head. It was a magnificent coup, and he dearly 
loved a coup; but the magnificent speech which he 
made, tearing to shreds the venerable farrago of non- 
sense about non-property in ideas which had formed 
the basis of all copyright legislation, made you forget 
even his spectacularity. 
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It is well known how proud he was of his Oxford 
gown, not merely because it symbolized the honor in 
which he was held by the highest literary body in the 
world, but because it was so rich and so beautiful. The 
red and the lavender of the cloth flattered his eyes as 
the silken black of the same degree of Doctor of Letters, 
given him years before at Yale, could not do. His 
frank, defiant happiness in it, mixed with a due sense 
of burlesque, was something that those lacking his poet- 
soul could never imagine ; they accounted it vain, weak ; 
but that would not have mattered to him if he had 
known it. In his London sojourn he had formed the 
top-hat habit, and for a while he lounged splendidly 
up and down Fifth Avenue in that society emblem; 
but he seemed to tire of it, and to return kindly to 
the soft hat of his Southwestern tradition. 

He disliked clubs ; I don't know whether he belonged 
to any in New York, but I never met him in one. As 
I have told, he himself had formed the Human Race 
Club, but as he never could get it together it hardly 
counted. There was to have been a meeting of it the 
time of my only visit to Stormfield in April of last 
year ; but of three who were to have come I alone came. 
We got on very well without the absentees, after find- 
ing them in the wrong, as usual, and the visit was like 
those I used to have with him so many years before in 
Hartford, but there was not the old ferment of subjects. 
Many things had been discussed and put away for 
good, but we had our old fondness for nature and for 
each other, who were so differently parts of it. He 
showed his absolute content with his house, and that 
was the greater pleasure for me because it was my 
son who designed it. The architect had been so fort- 
unate as to be able to plan it where a natural avenue 

of savins, the close-knit, slender, cypress-like cedars of 
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New England, led away from the rear of the villa to 
the little level of a pergola, meant some day to be 
wreathed and roofed with vines. But in the early 
spring days all the landscape was in the beautiful 
nakedness of the northern winter. It opened in the 
surpassing loveliness of wooded and meadowed uplands, 
under skies that were the first days blue, and the last 
gray over a rainy and then a snowy floor. We walked 
up and down, up and down, between the villa terrace 
and the pergola, and talked with the melancholy amuse- 
ment, the sad tolerance of age for the sort of men and 
things that used to excite us or enrage us; now we were 
far past turbulence or anger. Once we took a walk 
together across the yellow pastures to a chasmal creek 
on his grounds, where the ice still knit the clayey 
banks together like crystal mosses ; and the stream far 
down clashed through and over the stones and the 
shards of ice. Clemens pointed out the scenery he 
had bought to give himself elbow-room, and showed 
me the lot he was going to have me build on. The 
next day we came again with the geologist he had 
asked up to Stormfield to analyze its rocks. Truly 
he loved the place, though he had been so weary of 
change and so indifferent to it that he never saw it 
till he came to live in it. He left it all to the archi- 
tect whom he had known from a child in the intimacy 
which bound our families together, though we bodily 
lived far enough apart. I loved his little ones and he 
was sweet to mine and was their delighted-in and won- 
dered-at friend. Once and once again, and yet again 
and again, the black shadow that shall never be lifted 
where it falls, fell in his house and in mine, during 
the forty years and more that we were friends, and en- 
deared us the more to each other. 
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XXVI 

My visit at Stormfield came to an end with tender 
relucting on his part and on mine. Every morning 
before I dressed I heard him sounding my name 
through the house for the fun of it and I know for 
the fondness; and if I looked out of my door, there 
he was in his long nightgown swaying up and down 
the corridor, and wagging his great white head like a 
boy that leaves his bed and comes out in the hope of 
frolic with some one. The last morning a soft sugar- 
snow had fallen and was falling, and I drove through 
it down to the station in the carriage which had been 
given him by his wife's father when they were first 
married, and been kept all those intervening years in 
honorable retirement for this final use. Its springs 
had not grown yielding with time; it had rather the 
stiffness and severity of age ; but for him it must have 
swung low like the sweet chariot of the negro " spirit- 
ual " which I heard him sing with such fervor, when 
those wonderful hymns of the slaves began to make 
their way northward. Go Down, Daniel, was one in 
which I can hear his quavering tenor now. He was a 
lover of the things he liked, and full of a passion for 
them which satisfied itself in reading them matchlessly 
aloud. ISTo one could read Uncle Remus like him ; his 
voice echoed the voices of the negro nurses who told 
his childhood the wonderful tales. I remember es- 
pecially his rapture with Mr. Cable's Old Creole Days, 
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and the thrilling force with which he gave the forbid- 
ding of the leper's brother when the city's survey ran 
the course of an avenue through the cottage where the 
leper lived in hiding: " Strit must not pass !" 

Out of a nature rich and fertile beyond any I have 
known, the material given him by the Mystery that 
makes a man and then leaves him to make himself 
over, he wrought a character of high nobility upon a 
foundation of clear and solid truth. At the last day 
he will not have to confess anything, for all his life 
was the free knowledge of any one who would ask him 
of it. The Searcher of hearts will not bring him to 
shame at that day, for he did not try to hide any of 
the things for wmich he was often so bitterly sorry. 
He knew where the Responsibility lay, and he took a 
man's share of it bravely; but not the less fearlessly 
he left the rest of the answer to the God who had im- 
agined men. 

It is in vain that I try to give a notion of the 
intensity with which he pierced to the heart of life, 
and the breadth of vision with which he compassed the 
whole world, and tried for the reason of things, and 
then left trying. We had other meetings, insignifi- 
cantly sad and brief ; but the last time I saw him alive 
was made memorable to me by the kind, clear judicial 
sense with which he explained and justified the labor- 
unions as the sole present help of the weak against the 
strong. 

Next I saw him dead, lying in his coffin amid those 
flowers with which we garland our despair in that piti- 
less hour. After the voice of his old friend Twichell 
had been lifted in the prayer which it wailed through 
in broken-hearted supplication, I looked a moment at 
the face I knew so well; and it was patient with the 
patience I had so often seen in it : something of puzzle, 
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a great silent dignity, an assent to what must be from 
the depths of a nature whose tragical seriousness broke 
in the laughter which the unwise took for the whole of 
him. Emerson, Longfellow, Lowell, Holmes — I knew 
them all and all the rest of our sages, poets, seers, 
critics, humorists; they were like one another and like 
other literary men; but Clemens was sole, incompar- 
able, the Lincoln of our literature. 



PAET SECOND 
CRITICISMS 
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INTRODUCTION 

These reviews of Mark Twain's books are allowed to 
follow here in the order of their original publication, 
with no sort of correction or effort to reconcile them 
with one another. The reader will find that the critic 
repeats himself a good deal and reiterates his im- 
pressions and opinions of the author, but I hope that 
he will find an increasing simplicity and modesty in 
them. My own feeling is that they begin rather stiff- 
ly, pedantically, and patronizingly, but that they grow 
suppler, wiser, and more diffident as they go on. Per- 
haps I flatter myself in this belief; but I leave that 
question, together with the reviews themselves, entirely 
to the reader without further delay. 



m-r- 



I 

"THE INNOCENTS ABKOAD" 

(From the "Atlantic Monthly/' December, 1869) 

The character of American humor, and its want of 
resemblance to the humor of Kamtschatka and Pata- 
gonia — will the reader forgive us if we fail to set down 
here the thoughts suggested by these fresh and apposite 
topics? Will he credit us with a self-denial propor- 
tioned to the vastness of Mr. Clemens's very amusing 
book if we spare to state why he is so droll or — which 
is as much to the purpose — why we do not know? 
This reticence will leave us very little to say by way 
of analysis; and, indeed, there is very little to say of 
The Innocents Abroad which is not of the most obvious 
and easy description. The idea of a steamer-load of 
Americans going on a prolonged picnic to Europe and 
the Holy Land is itself almost sufficiently delightful, 
and it is perhaps praise enough for the author to add 
that it suffers nothing from his handling. If one con- 
siders the fun of making a volume of six hundred octavo 
pages upon this subject, in compliance with one of the 
main conditions of a subscription book's success, big- 
ness namely, one has a tolerably fair piece of humor 
without troubling Mr. Clemens further. It is out of 
the bounty and abundance of his own nature that he 

is as amusing in the execution as in the conception of 
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his work. And it is always good-humored humor, too, 
that he lavishes on his reader, and even in its impu- 
dence it is charming; we do not remember where it 
is indulged at the cost of the weak or helpless side, or 
where it is insolent, with all its sauciness and irrever- 
ence. The standard shams of travel which everybody 
sees through suffer possibly more than they ought, but 
not so much as they might; and one readily forgives 
the harsh treatment of them in consideration of the 
novel piece of justice done on such a traveller as suffers 
under the pseudonym of Grimes. It is impossible 
also that the quality of humor should not sometimes 
be strained in the course of so long a narrative; but 
the wonder is rather in the fact that it is strained so 
seldom. 

Mr. Clemens gets a good deal of his fun out of his 
fellow-passengers, whom he makes us know pretty well, 
whether he presents them somewhat caricatured, as in 
the case of the " Oracle " of the ship, or carefully and 
exactly done, as in the case of such a shrewd, droll, 
business-like, sensible, kindly type of the American 
young man as " Dan." We must say also that the 
artist who has so copiously illustrated the volume has 
nearly always helped the author in the portraiture of 
his fellow-passengers, instead of hurting him, which is 
saying a good deal for an artist; in fact, we may go 
further and apply the commendation to all the illus- 
trations; and this in spite of the variety of figures in 
which the same persons are represented, and the artist's 
tendency to show the characters on mules where the au- 
thor says they rode horseback. 

Of course, the instructive portions of Mr. Clemens's 

book are of a general rather than particular character, 

and the reader gets as travel very little besides series 

of personal adventures and impressions; he is taught 
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next to nothing about the population of the cities and 
the character of the rocks in the different localities. 
Yet the man who can be honest enough to let himself 
see the realities of human life everywhere, or who has 
only seen Americans as they are abroad, has not trav- 
elled in vain and is far from a useless guide. The very 
young American who told the English officers that a 
couple of our gunboats could come and knock Gibraltar 
into the Mediterranean Sea; the American who at a 
French restaurant " talked very loudly and coarsely; 
and laughed boisterously, where all others were so 
quiet and well behaved/' and who ordered "wine, 
sir!" adding, to raise admiration in a country where 
wine is as much a matter of course as soup, " I never 
dine without wine, sir " ; the American who had to be 
addressed several times as Gordon, being so accustomed 
to hear the name pronounced Gorrdong, and who had 
forgotten most English words during a three months' 
sojourn in Paris; the Americans who pitilessly made 
a three days' journey in Palestine within two days, 
cruelly overworking the poor beasts they rode, and over- 
taxing the strength of their comrades in order not to 
break the Sabbath; the American Pilgrims who trav- 
elled half round the world to be able to take a sail on 
the Sea of Galilee, and then missed their sole oppor- 
tunity because they required the boatman to take them 
for one napoleon when he wanted two; — these are all 
Americans who are painted to peculiar advantage by 
Mr. Clemens, and who will be easily recognized by such 
as have had the good-fortune to meet them abroad. 
/T The didactic, however, is not Mr. Clemens's prevail- 
ing mood, nor his best, by any means. The greater 
// part of his book is in the vein of irony, which, with a 
f delicious impudence, he attributes to Saint Luke, de- 
l t daring that Luke, in speaking of the winding " street, 
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called Straight " in Damascus, " is careful not to com- 
mit himself; he does not say it is the street which is 
straight, hut the ' street which is called Straight.' It 
is a fine piece of irony ; it is the only facetious remark 
in the Bible, I believe." At Tiberias our author saw 
the women who wear their dowry in their head-dresses 
of coins. " Most of these maidens were not wealthy, 
but some few have been kindly dealt with by fortune. 
I saw heiresses there, worth, in their own right — worth, 
well, I suppose I might venture to say as much as nine 
dollars and a half. But such cases are rare. When 
you come across one of these she naturally puts on 
airs." He thinks the owner of the horse " Jericho," 
on which he travelled toward Jerusalem, " had a wrong 
opinion about him. He had an idea that he was one 
of those fiery, untamed steeds, but he t s not of that 
character. I know the Arab had this idea, because 
when he brought the horse out for inspection in 
Beirout he kept jerking at the bridle and shouting 
in Arabic, c Ho ! will you % Do you want to run 
away, you ferocious beast, and break your neck V when 
all the time the horse was not doing anything in the 
world, and only looked like he wanted to lean up 
against something and think. Whenever he is not 
shying at things or reaching after a fly he wants to 
do that yet. How it would surprise his owner to know 
this!" In this vein of ironical drollery is that now 
celebrated passage in which Mr. Clemens states that he 
was affected to tears on coming, a stranger in a strange 
land, upon the grave of a blood-relation — the tomb of 
Adam; but that passage is somewhat more studied in 
tone than most parts of the book, which are written 
with a very successful approach in style to colloquial 
drolling. As Mr. Clemens writes of his experiences, 
we imagine he would talk of them ; and very amusing 
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talk it would be: often not at all fine in matter or 
manner, but full of touches of humor — which if not 
delicate are nearly always easy — and having a base of 
excellent sense and good feeling. There is an amount 
of pure human nature in the book that rarely gets into 
literature; the depths of our poor unregeneracy — dubi- 
ous even of the blissfulness of bliss — are sounded by 
such a simple confession as Mr. Clemens makes in tell- 
ing of his visit to the Emperor of Russia : " I would 
as soon have thought of being cheerful in Abraham's 
bosom as in the palace of an emperor." Almost any 
topic, and any event of the author's past life, he finds 
pertinent to the story of European and Oriental travel, 
and, if the reader finds it impertinent, he does not find 
it the less amusing. The effect is dependent in so 
great degree upon this continuous incoherence that no 
chosen passage can illustrate the spirit of the whole, 
while the passage itself loses half in separation from 
the context. Nevertheless, here is part of the account 
given by Mr. Clemens of the Pilgrims' excursion to the 
River Jordan, over roads supposed to be infested by 
Bedouins; and the reader who does not think it droll 
as it stands can go to our author for the rest : 

" I think w r e must all have determined upon the same 
line of tactics, for it did seem as if we never would 
get to Jericho. I had a notoriously slow horse; but 
somehow I could not keep him in the rear to save my 
neck. He was forever turning up in the lead. In such 
cases I trembled a little and got down to fix my saddle. 
But it w r as not of any use. The others all got down to 
fix their saddles, too. I never saw 7 such a time with 
saddles. It was the first time any of them had got out 
of order in three weeks, and now they had all broken 
down at once. I tried walking for exercise — I had not 
had enough in Jerusalem, searching for holy places. 
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But it was a failure. The whole mob were suffering 
for exercise, and it was not fifteen minutes till they 
were all on foot, and I had the lead again. . . . We 
were moping along down through this dreadful place, 
every man in the rear. Our guards, two gorgeous 
young Arab sheiks, with cargoes of swords, guns, 
pistols, and daggers on board, were loafing ahead. 
c Bedouins P Every man shrunk up and disappeared 
in his clothes like a mud-turtle. My first impulse was 
to dash forward and destroy the Bedouins. My second 
was to dash to the rear to see if there were any coming 
in that direction. I acted on the latter impulse. So 
did all the others. If any Bedouins had approached us 
then from that point of the compass they would have 
paid dearly for their rashness." 

Under his nom de plume of Mark Twain, Mr. Clem- 
ens is well known to the very large world of newspaper 
readers; and this book ought to secure him something 
better than the uncertain standing of a popular fa- 
vorite. It is no business of ours to fix his rank among 
the humorists California has given us, but we think he 
is, in an entirely different way from all the others, 
quite worthy of the company of the best. 



II 

"KOUGHING IT" 
(From the "Atlantic Monthly'' June, 1812) 

We can fancy the reader of Mr. Clemens's book 
finding at the end of it (and its six hundred pages 
of fun are none too many) that, while he has been' 
merely enjoying himself, as he supposes, he has been" 
surreptitiously acquiring a better idea of the flush times 
in Nevada, and of the adventurous life generally of the 
recent West, than he could possibly have got elsewhere. 
The grotesque exaggeration and broad irony with which 
the life is described are con jectur ably the truest colors 
that could have been used, for all existence there must 
have looked like an extravagant joke, the humor of 
which was only deepened by its nether-side of tragedy. 
The plan of the book is very simple indeed, for it is 
merely the personal history of Mr. Clemens during a 
certain number of years, in which he crossed the Plains 
in the overland stage to Carson City, to be private sec- 
retary to the Secretary of Nevada; took the silver- 
mining fever, and with a friend struck " a blind lead " 
worth millions; lost it by failing to comply with the 
mining laws ; became local reporter to a Virginia City 
newspaper; went to San Francisco and suffered ex- 
treme poverty in the cause of abstract literature and 

elegant leisure; was sent to the Sandwich Islands as 
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newspaper correspondent; returned to California and 
began lecturing and that career of humorist which we 
should all be sorry to have ended. The " moral " which 
the author draws from the whole is : " If you are of any 
account, stay at home and make your way by faithful 
diligence ; but if you are of ' no account ? go away from 
home, and then you will have to work whether you 
want to or not." 

A thousand anecdotes, relevant and irrelevant, em- 
broider the work; excursions and digressions of all 
kinds are the very woof of it, as it were; everything 
far-fetched or near at hand is interwoven, and yet the 
complex is a sort of " harmony of colors " which is not 
less than triumphant. The stage-drivers and despera- 
does of the Plains; the Mormons and their city; the 
capital of Nevada, and its government and people; 
the mines and miners; the social, speculative, and 
financial life of Virginia City; the climate and char- 
acteristics of San Francisco; the amusing and start- 
ling traits of Sandwich Island civilization — appear in 
kaleidoscopic succession. Probably an encyclopaedia 
could not be constructed from the book; the work of 
a human being, it is not unbrokenly nor infallibly 
funny; nor is it to be always praised for all the lit- 
erary virtues ; but it is singularly entertaining, and its 
humor is always amiable, manly, and generous. 



Ill 

THE PLAY FROM "THE GILDED AGE" 
(From the "Atlantic Monthly/' June, 1875) 

Whoever failed to see Mr. Raymond in Mr. Clem- 
ens's (Mark Twain's) play of " The Gilded Age/' dur- 
ing the recent season at the Globe Theatre, missed a 
great pleasure. In this drama a player last year almost 
unknown takes rank at once with the masters of his art, 
and adds another to the group of realistic actors whom 
we shall be slow to believe less fine than the finest who 
have charmed the theatre-going world. One must here- 
after name Mr. John T. Raymond in Colonel Sellers 
with Sothern in " Lord Dundreary/' with Jefferson in 
" Rip Van Winkle/' with Salvini in « La Morte Civile/' 
with Fechter in " Hamlet." Like them he does not 
merely represent; he becomes, he impersonates, the 
character he plays. The effect is instant ; he is almost 
never Raymond from the moment he steps upon the 
stage till he leaves it. His assumption of Sellers is 
so perfect that at some regrettable points where Colonel 
Sellers pushes matters a little beyond (as where he com- 
ments to Laura Hawkins on the beauty of the speech 
her attorney is making in her defence), we found our- 
selves wishing that Sellers — not Mr. Raymond — would 
not overdo it in that way. 

The readers of Messrs. Clemens's and Warner's novel 
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of The Gilded Age will easily recall Colonel Sellers, 
who in the drama is the same character as in the book. 
The action of the piece has scarcely anything to do with 
him, and yet, as it happens, it is his constant oppor- 
tunity to make all his qualities felt. It is scarcely 
more than a sketch, a framework almost as naked as 
that which the Italians used to clothe on with, their 
commedia d' arte; and it is as unlike good literature as 
many other excellent acting-plays. Yet any one who 
should judge it from the literary standpoint, and not 
with an artistic sense greater and more than literary, 
would misjudge it. The play is true, in its broad way, 
to American conditions, and is a fair and just satire 
upon our generally recognized social and political cor- 
ruptions. The story is simply that of the good old 
Tennessee farmer and his wife who come to Missouri 
at the invitation of Colonel Sellers, and through his 
speculative friendship lose everything but the farm on 
the barren knobs in East Tennessee, which they had 
not sold. Their adopted daughter, a beautiful and 
ambitious girl, is deceived into marriage with an ex- 
Confederate officer who has another wife at ~New Or- 
leans, and they are in the lowest misery when Colonel 
Sellers (an ex-rebel, who goes in for " the Old Flag — 
and an appropriation ") conceives his great idea that 
Congress shall buy the Hawkins farm in East Ten- 
nessee, and found a freedman's university on it. 
Laura's beauty is believed to be essential to the suc- 
cess of the bill in Congress, and she and her adoptive 
sister go to Washington to visit the family of Sena- 
tor Dilworthy, who is engineering the appropriation. 
There, one day, Laura is met and insultingly re- 
nounced by her betrayer, who tells her that he is a 
gentleman born, and, even if his wife were not living, 
would never marrv her. She shoots him dead, and the 
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play closes with her trial and acquittal, and the pre- 
sumed failure of Senator Dilworthy's bill. It is mere- 
ly an episode, but it is strong and new to the stage, 
however stale to fact, and it appeals to the spectator's 
imagination so successfully throughout that he does not 
mind how very sketchy an episode it is. The betrayer 
of Laura Hawkins is necessarily a little cheap — be- 
trayers always are — but the rest of the character-ma- 
terial is simple, natural, and good, and in the play the 
Western quality of the people is always clearly ac- 
cented without ever being overcharged; they are of the 
quarter of the world to which all things are still pos- 
sible, and Sellers is but the highest expression of the 
hopeful and confiding mood in which they exist. The 
delightfulness of his disasters consists in the ardor with 
which he rises above them and enters into a new and 
more glorious speculation, which even as he talks of it 
becomes just a side speculation — " to keep your money 
moving " — while his mind develops a yet larger scheme. 
If he wrecks the fortunes of his friends, it is out of 
pure zeal and love for them, and he is always ready 
to share the last dollar with them whether it is his 
or theirs. Mr. Raymond nicely indicates the shades of 
the author's intention in his Sellers, and so delicately 
distinguishes between him and the vulgar, selfish specu- 
lator that it is with a sort of remorse one laughs at 
his dire poverty in the scene where the door drops from 
the stove and betrays the lighted candle which had im- 
parted a ruddy glow and an apparent warmth from 
within; or, again, where he makes his friend stay to 
dine on turnips and water, having first assured him- 
self from his dismayed wife that the water is good. 
The warm, caressing, affectionate nature of the man 
charms you in Mr. Raymond's performance, and any 
one who felt the worth of his worthlessness in the novel 
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will feel it the more in the play. It is a personality 
rarely imagined by the author and interpreted without 
loss by the actor. Only one point we must except, and 
we suspect it is not the author's lapse; that is where 
the Colonel borrows ten dollars of Clay Hawkins, and, 
being asked not to mention the return of it, stops on 
his way out and with a glance of low cunning at the 
audience says, "Well, I won't!" This is thoroughly 
false and bad, and the stupid laugh it raises ought to 
make Mr. Raymond ashamed. Colonel Sellers is al- 
ways serious, and apart from what he considers his 
legitimate designs upon the public purse is as high- 
souled and chivalrous as Don Quixote. 

Some extremely good suggestions give the ease and 
composure with which these Missourian ex-slaveholders 
adapt themselves to the splendors of Washington : once 
the first people in their own neighborhood, they are of 
the first people anywhere, and in arriving at luxury 
they have merely come into their own. But the great- 
est scenes are in that last act, where Colonel Sellers 
appears as witness for the defence of Laura Hawkins : 
as he mounts the stand he affably recognizes and shakes 
hands with several acquaintances among the jury; he 
delivers his testimony in the form of a stump speech ; 
he helplessly overrides all the protests, exceptions, and 
interruptions of the prosecution ; from time to time he 
irresistibly turns and addresses the jury, and can 
scarcely be silenced ; while the attorneys are wrangling 
together he has seized a juryman by the coat-lapel and 
is earnestly exhorting him in whisper. The effect is 
irresistibly ludicrous. It is farce and not farce, for, 
however extravagantly improbable the situation is, the 
man in it is deliciously true to himself. There is one 
bit of pathos, where Sellers tells how he knew Laura 

as a little girl, and implies that, though she might 
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have killed a man, she could not have done murder,, 
which is of great value; if Mr. Clemens or Mr. Ray- 
niond could work this vein further it would be an im- 
mense gain for the piece; Sellers is not a mere glare 
of absurdity; you do net want to be laughing at him 
all the time; and Mr. Raymond might trust the sym- 
pathy of his audience in showing all the tenderness of 
the man's heart. We are loath to believe that he is not 
himself equal to showing it. 



IV 

MAKE: TWAIN'S " SKETCHES, OLD AND NEW" 
(From the "Atlantic Monthly" December, 1875) 

It is easy to say that these new and old sketches 
by Mr. Clemens are of varying merit ; but which, hon- 
est reader, would you leave out of the book ? There is 
none but saves itself either by its humor or by the 
sound sense which it is based on, so that, if one came 
to reject the flimsiest trifle, one would find it on con- 
sideration rather too good to throw away. In reading 
the book you go through a critical process imaginably 
very like the author's in editing it ; about certain things 
there can be no question from the first, and you end 
by accepting all, while you feel that any one else may 
have his proper doubts about some of the sketches. 

The characteristic traits of our friend — he is the 
friend of mankind — are all here ; here is the fine, fore- 
casting humor, starting so far back from its effect that 
one, knowing some joke must be coming, feels that 
nothing less than a prophetic instinct can sustain the 
humorist in its development; here is the burlesque, 
that seems such plain and simple fun at first, doubling 
and turning upon itself till you wonder why Mr. Clem- 
ens has ever been left out of the list of our subtile 
humorists; here is that peculiar extravagance of state- 
ment which we share with all sufficiently elbow-roomed, 
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unneighbored people, but which our English cousins 
are so good as to consider the distinguishing mark of 
American humor; here is the incorruptible right- 
mindedness that always warms the heart to this wit; 
here is the " dryness," the " breadth " — all the things 
that so weary us in the praises of him and that so take 
us with delight in the reading of him. But there is 
another quality in this book which we fancy we shall 
hereafter associate more and more with our familiar 
impressions of him, and that is a growing seriousness 
of meaning in the apparently unmoralized drolling, 
which must result from the humorist's second thought 
of political and social absurdities. It came to Dickens, 
but the character of his genius was too intensely the- 
atrical to let him make anything but rather poor melo- 
drama of it; to Thackeray, whom our humorists at 
their best are all like, it came too, and would not suf- 
fer him to leave anything, however grotesque, merely 
laughed at. We shall be disappointed if in Mr. Clem- 
ens's case it finds only some desultory expression, like 
" Lionizing Murderers " and " A New Crime," though 
there could not be more effective irony than these 
sketches so far as they go. The first is a very character- 
istic bit of the humorist's art ; and the reader is not so 
much troubled to find where the laugh comes in as to find 
where it goes out — for ten to one he is in a sober mind 
when he is done. The other is more direct satire, but 
is quite as subtle in its way of presenting those cases 
in which murderers have been found opportunely in- 
sane and acquitted, and gravely sandwiching among 
them instances in which obviously mad people have 
been hanged by the same admirable system. 

Nothing more final has been thought of on the sub- 
ject of a great public, statutory wrong than Mark 
Twain's petition to Congress asking that all property 
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shall be held during the period of forty-two years, or 
for just so long as an author is permitted to claim copy- 
right in. his book. The whole sense and justice ap- 
plicable to the matter are enforced in this ironical 
prayer, and there is no argument that could stand 
against it. If property in houses or lands — which a 
man may get by dishonest trickery, or usury, or hard 
rapacity — were., in danger of ceasing after forty-two 
years, the whole virtuous community would rouse it- 
self to perpetuate the author's right to the product of 
his brain, and no griping bidder at tax-sales but would 
demand the protection of literature by indefinite copy- 
right. The difficulty is to condition the safety of real 
estate in this way ; but Mark Twain's petition is a move 
in the right direction. 

We should be sorry to give our readers the impres- 
sion that they are unconsciously to imbibe political and 
social wisdom from every page of Mr. Olemens's new 
book, when we merely wished to point out one of his 
tendencies. Though there is nearly always sense in his 
nonsense, yet he is master of the art of pure drolling. 
The grotesque cannot go further than in that mediaeval 
romance of his where he is obliged to abandon his 
hero or heroine at the most critical moment simply 
because he can see no way to get him or her out of the 
difficulty; and there is a delicious novelty in that 
ghost-story where the unhappy spectre of the Cardiff 
Giant is mortified to find that he has been haunting a 
plaster cast of himself in JsTew York, while his stone 
original was lying in Albany. " The Experiences of the 
McWilliamses with the Membranous Group " is a bit of 
genre romance which must read like an abuse of con- 
fidence to every husband and father. These are among 
the new sketches, though none of them have staled by 

custom, and the old sketches are to be called so merely 
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for contradistinction's sake. " How I Once Edited an 
Agricultural Paper/' u About Barbers/' " Cannibalism 
in the Cars/' " The Undertaker's Chat," " The Script- 
ural Panorainist," u To Eaise Poultry," " A Visit to 
Niagara " are all familiar favorites, which, when we 
have read them, we wish merely to have the high privi- 
lege of immediately reading over again. We must not 
leave the famous " Jumping Prog " out of their honor- 
able and pleasant company; it is here in a new effect, 
first as the " Jumping Prog " in Mark Twain's orig- 
inal English, then in the French of the Revue des Deux 
Mondes, and then in his literal version of the French, 
which he gives that the reader may see how his frog has 
been made to appear " to the distorted French eye." 

But by far the most perfect piece of work in the 
book is " A True Story," which resulted, we remember, 
in some confusion of the average critical mind when 
it was first published in these pages a little more than 
one year ago. It is simply the story an old black cook 
tells of how her children were all sold away from her, 
and how after twenty years she found her youngest 
boy again. The shyness of an enlightened and inde- 
pendent press respecting this history was something 
extremely amusing to see, and one could fancy it a spec- 
tacle of delightful interest to the author if it had not 
had such disheartening features. Mostly the story was 
described in the notices of the magazine as a humorous 
sketch by Mark Twain; sometimes it was mentioned 
as a paper apparently out of the author's usual line; 
again it was handled non-committally as one of Mark 
Twain's extravagances. Evidently the critical mind 
feared a lurking joke. Not above two or three notices 
out of hundreds recognized " A True Story " for what 
it was — namely, a study of character as true as life it- 
self, strong, tender, and most movingly pathetic in its 
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perfect fidelity to the tragic fact. We beg the reader 
to turn to it again in this book. We can assure him 
that he has a great surprise and a strong emotion in 
store for him. The rugged truth of the sketch leaves 
all other stories of slave life infinitely far behind, and 
reveals a gift in the author for the simple, dramatic 
report of reality which we have seen equalled in no 
other American writer. 



V 
"THE ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWYEK" 

(From the "Atlantic Monthly/' December, 1875) 

Me. Aldricii lias studied the life of A Bad Boy as 
the pleasant reprobate led it in a quiet old INTew Eng- 
land town twenty-five or thirty years ago, where in 
spite of the natural outlawry of boyhood he was more 
or less part of a settled order of things, and was hem- 
med in, to some measure, by the traditions of an estab- 
lished civilization. Mr. Clemens, on the contrary, has 
taken the boy of the Southwest for the hero of his 
new book, and has presented him with a fidelity to 
circumstance which loses no charm by being realistic 
in the highest degree, and which gives incomparably 
the best picture of life in that region as yet known to 
fiction. The town where Tom Sawyer was born and 
brought up is some such idle, shabby little Mississippi 
Kiver town as Mr. Clemens has so well described in 
his piloting reminiscences, but Tom belongs to the bet- 
ter sort of people in it, and has been bred to fear God 
and dread the Sunday-school according to the strictest 
rite of the faiths that have characterized all the respec- 
tability of the West. His subjection in these respects 
does not so deeply affect his inherent tendencies but 
that he makes himself a beloved burden to the poor, 
tender-hearted old aunt who brings him up with his 
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orphan brother and sister, and struggles vainly with 
his manifold sins, actual and imaginary. The limita- 
tions of his transgressions are nicely and artistically 
traced. He is mischievous, but not vicious ; he is ready 
for almost any depredation that involves the danger 
and honor of adventure, but profanity he knows may 
provoke a thunderbolt upon the heart of the blasphemer, 
and he almost never swears ; he resorts to any stratagem 
to keep out of school, but he is not a downright liar, 
except upon terms of after shame and remorse that 
make his falsehood bitter to him. He is cruel, as all 
children are, but chiefly because he is ignorant; he is 
not mean, but there are very definite bounds to his 
generosity; and his courage is the Indian sort, full of 
prudence and mindful of retreat as one of the con- 
ditions of prolonged hostilities. In a word, he is a boy, 
and merely and exactly an ordinary boy on the moral 
side. What makes him delightful to the reader is that 
on the imaginative side he is very much more, and 
though every boy has wild and fantastic dreams, this 
boy cannot rest till he has somehow realized them. 
Till he has actually run off with two other boys in the 
character of buccaneer, and lived for a week on an island 
in the Mississippi, he has lived in vain; and this pas- 
sage is but the prelude to more thrilling adventures, 
in which he finds hidden treasures, traces the bandits 
to their cave, and is himself lost in its recesses. The 
local material and the incidents with which his career 
is worked up are excellent, and throughout there is 
scrupulous regard for the boy's point of view in refer- 
ence to his surroundings and himself, which shows how 
rapidly Mr. Clemens has grown as an artist. We do 
not remember anything in which this propriety is vio- 
lated, and its preservation adds immensely to the grown- 
up reader's satisfaction in the amusing and exciting 
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story. There is a boy's love - affair, but it is never 
treated otherwise than as a boy's love-affair. When 
the half-breed has murdered the young doctor, Tom 
and his friend, Huckleberry Finn, are really, in their 
boyish terror and superstition, going to let the poor old 
town-drunkard be hanged for the crime till the terror 
of that becomes unendurable. The story is a wonder- 
ful study of the boy-mind, which inhabits a world quite 
distinct from that in which he is bodily present with 
his elders, and in this lies its great charm and its uni- 
versality, for boy nature, however human nature va- 
ries, is the same everywhere. 

The tale is very dramatically wrought, and the sub- 
ordinate characters are treated with the same graphic 
force that sets Tom alive before us. The worthless 
vagabond, Huck Finn, is entirely delightful through- 
out, and in his promised reform his identity is re- 
spected : he will lead a decent life in order that he may 
one day be thought worthy to become a member of that 
gang of robbers which Tom is to organize. Tom's aunt 
is excellent, with her kind heart's sorrow and secret 
pride in Tom; and so is his sister Mary, one of those 
good girls who are born to usefulness and charity and 
forbearance and unvarying rectitude. Many village 
people and local notables are introduced in well-con- 
ceived character; the whole little town lives in the 
reader's sense, with its religiousness, its lawlessness, its 
droll social distinctions, its civilization qualified by 
its slaveholding, and its traditions of the wilder West 
which has passed away. The picture will be instructive 
to those who have fancied the whole Southwest a sort 
of vast Pike County, and have not conceived of a sober 
and serious and orderly contrast to the sort of life that 
has come to represent the Southwest in literature. Mr. 
William M. Baker gives a notion of this in his stories, 
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and Mr. Clemens has again enforced the fact here in 
a book full of entertaining character and of the greatest 
artistic sincerity. 

Tom Brown and Tom Bailey are, among boys in 
books, alone deserving to be named with Tom Sawyer. 



VI 

"A TEAMP ABKOAD" 

(From the "Atlantic Monthly/' May, 1880) 

In the natural disgust of a creative mind for the 
following that vulgarizes and cheapens its work, Mr. 
Tennyson spoke in parable concerning his verse : 

"Most can raise the flower now, 

For all have got the seed. 
And some are pretty enough, 

And some are poor indeed; 
And now again the people 

Call it but a weed." 

But this bad effect is to the final loss of the rash critic 
rather than the poet, who necessarily survives imita- 
tion, and appeals to posterity as singly as if nobody 
had tried to ape him; while those who rejected him, 
along with his copyists, have meantime thrown away 
a great pleasure. Just at present some of us are in 
danger of doing ourselves a like damage. " Thieves 
from over the wall " have got the seed of a certain 
drollery which sprouts and flourishes plentifully in 
every newspaper, until the thought of American hu- 
mor is becoming terrible ; and sober-minded people are 
beginning to have serious question whether we are not 
in danger of degenerating into a nation of wits. But 
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we ought to take courage from observing, as we may, 
that this plentiful crop of humor is not racy of the 
original soil; that, in short, the thieves from over the 
wall were not also able to steal Mr. Olemens's garden- 
plot. His humor springs from a certain intensity of 
common sense, a passionate love of justice, and a gen- 
erous scorn of what is petty and mean ; and it is these 
qualities which his " school " have not been able to 
" convey." They have never been more conspicuous 
than in this last boot of his, to which they may be said 
to give its sole coherence. It may be claiming more 
than a humorist could wish to assert that he is always in 
earnest; but this strikes us as the paradoxical charm 
of Mr. Olemens's best humor. Its wildest extravagance 
is the break and fling from a deep feeling, a wrath with 
some folly which disquiets him worse than other men, 
a personal hatred for some humbug or pretension that 
embitters him beyond anything but laughter. It must 
be because he is intolerably weary of the twaddle of 
pedestrianizing that he conceives the notion of a tramp 
through Europe, which he operates by means of ex- 
press trains, ster lboats, and private carriages, with the 
help of an agent and a courier ; it is because he has a 
real loathing, otherwise inexpressible, for Alp-climb- 
ing that he imagines an ascent of the Eiffelberg with 
" half a mile of men and mules " tied together by rope. 
One sees that affectations do not first strike him as 
ludicrous merely, but as detestable. He laughs, cer- 
tainly, at an abuse, at ill manners, at conceit, at cruelty, 
and you must laugh with him; but, if you enter into 
the very spirit of his humor, you feel that if he could 
set these things right there would be very little laugh- 
ing. At the bottom of his heart he has often the grim- 
ness of a reformer ; his wit is turned by preference not 
upon human nature, not upon droll situations and 
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things abstractly ludicrous, but upon matters that are 
out of joint, that are unfair or unnecessarily ignoble, 
and cry out to his love of justice for discipline. Much 
of the fun is at his own cost where he boldly attempts 
to grapple with some hoary abuse and gets worsted by 
it, as in his verbal contest with the girl at the medicinal 
springs in Baden, who returns " that beggar's answer " 
of half Europe, " What you please," to his ten-times- 
repeated demand of " How much ?" and gets the last 
word. But it is plain that if he had his way there 
would be a fixed price for those waters very suddenly, 
and without regard to the public amusement or regret 
for lost opportunities of humorous writing. 

It is not Mr. Clemens's business in Europe to find 
fault, or to contrast things there with things here, to 
the perpetual disadvantage of that continent ; but some- 
times he lets homesickness and his disillusion speak. 
This book has not the fresh frolicsomeness of the 
Innocents Abroad; it is Europe revisited and seen 
through eyes saddened by much experience of tables 
d'hote, old masters, and travelling Americans — whom, 
by-the-way, Mr. Clemens advises not to travel too long 
at a time in Europe, lest they lose national feeling and 
become travelled Americans. Nevertheless, if we have 
been saying anything about the book or about the 
sources of Mr. Clemens's humor to lead the reader to 
suppose that it is not immensely amusing, we have done 
it a great wrong. It is delicious, whether you open it 
at the sojourn in Heidelberg, or the voyage down the 
IsTeckar on a raft, or the mountaineering in Switzer- 
land, or the excursion beyond Alps into Italy. The 
method is that discursive method which Mark Twain 
has led us to expect of him. The story of a man who 
had a claim against the United States Government is 
not impertinent to the bridge across the Kiver Reuss; 
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the remembered tricks played upon a printer's devil 
in Missouri are the natural concomitants of a walk to 
Oppenau. The writer has always the unexpected at 
his command, in small things as well as great : the story 
of the raft journey on the Neckar is full of these sur- 
prises ; it is wholly charming. If there is too much of 
anything, it is that ponderous and multitudinous ascent 
of the Kiffelberg; there is probably too much of that, 
and we would rather have another appendix in its 
place. The appendices are all admirable, especially 
those on the German language and the German news- 
papers, which get no more sarcasm than they deserve. 
One should not rely upon all statements of the nar- 
rative, but its spirit is the truth, and it honestly 
breathes American travel in Europe as a large minor- 
ity of our forty millions know it. The material is 
inexhaustible in the mere Americans themselves, and 
they are rightful prey. Their effect upon Mr. Clem- 
ens has been to make him like them best at home ; and 
no doubt most of them will agree with him that " to 
be condemned to live as the average European family 
lives would make life a pretty heavy burden to the 
average American family." This is the sober conclu- 
sion which he reaches at last, and it is unquestionable, 
like the vastly greater part of the conclusions at which 
he arrives throughout. His opinions are no longer the 
opinions of the Western American newly amused and 
disgusted at the European difference, but the Western 
American's impressions on being a second time con- 
fronted with things he has had time to think over. 
This is the serious undercurrent of the book, to which 
we find ourselves reverting from its obvious comicality. 
We have, indeed, so great an interest in Mr. Clemens's 
likes and dislikes, and so great respect for his pref- 
erences generally, that we are loath to let the book go 
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to our readers without again wishing them to share 
these feelings. There is no danger that they will not 
laugh enough over it; that is an affair which will take 
care of itself ; but there is a possibility that they may 
not think enough over it. Every account of European 
travel or European life by a writer who is worth read- 
ing for any reason is something for our reflection and 
possible instruction ; and in this delightful work of a 
man of most original and characteristic genius " the 
average American " will find much to enlighten as well 
as amuse him, much to comfort and stay him in such 
Americanism as is worth having, and nothing to flatter 
him in a mistaken national vanity or a stupid national 
prejudice. 



VII 

MARK TWAIN 

(From the " Century Magazine'' September, 1882) 

Iw one form or other, Mr. Samuel L. Clemens has 
told the story of his life in his books, and in sketching 
his career I shall have to recur to the leading facts 
rather than to offer fresh information. He was re- 
motely of Virginian origin and more remotely of good 
English stock; the name was well known before his 
time in the South, where a senator, a congressman, and 
other dignitaries had worn it; but his branch of the 
family fled from the destitution of those vast landed 
possessions in Tennessee, celebrated in The Gilded Age, 
and went very poor to Missouri. Mr. Clemens was 
born on November 30, 1835, at Florida in the latter 
State, but his father removed shortly afterward to 
Hannibal, a small town on the Mississippi, where most 
of the humorist's boyhood was spent. Hannibal as a 
name is hopelessly confused and ineffective ; but if we 
can know nothing of Mr. Clemens from Hannibal, we 
can know much of Hannibal from Mr. Clemens, who, 
in fact, has studied a loafing, out-at-elbows, down-at-the- 
heels, slaveholding Mississippi Eiver town of thirty 
years ago, with such strong reality in his boy's romance 
of Tom Sawyer, that we need inquire nothing further 
concerning the tvpe. The original perhaps no longer 
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exists anywhere ; certainly not in Hannibal, which has 
grown into a flourishing little city since Mr. Clemens 
sketched it. In his time the two embattled forces of 
civilization and barbarism were encamped at Hannibal, 
as they are at all times and everywhere; the morality 
of the place was the morality of a slaveholding com- 
munity : fierce, arrogant, one - sided — this virtue for 
white, and that for black folks; and the religion was 
Calvinism in various phases, with its predestinate 
aristocracy of saints and its rabble of hopeless sinners. 
Doubtless, young Clemens escaped neither of the op- 
posing influences wholly. His people like the rest were 
slaveholders; but his father, like so many other slave- 
holders, abhorred slavery — silently, as he must in such 
a time and place. If the boy's sense of justice suffered 
anything of that perversion which so curiously and 
pitiably maimed the reason of the whole South, it does 
not appear in his books, where there is not an ungen- 
erous line, but always, on the contrary, a burning re- 
sentment of all manner of cruelty and wrong. 

The father, an austere and singularly upright man, 
died bankrupt when Clemens was twelve years old, and 
the boy had thereafter to make what scramble he could 
for an education. He got very little learning in school, 
and like so many other Americans in whom the lit- 
erary impulse is native, he turned to the local printing- 
office for some of the advantages from which he was 
otherwise cut off. Certain records of the three years 
spent in the Hannibal Courier office are to be found in 
Mark Twain's book of sketches ; but I believe there is 
yet no history anywhere of the wander j afire, in which 
he followed the life of a jour-printer, from town to 
town, and from city to city, penetrating even so far into 
the vague and fabled East as Philadelphia and New 
York. 
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He returned to his own town — his patria — sated, 
if not satisfied, with travel, and at seventeen he re- 
solved to " learn the river " from St. Louis to New 
Orleans as a steamboat pilot. Of this period of his 
life he has given a full account in the delightful series 
of papers, Piloting on the Mississippi, which he printed 
seven years ago in the Atlantic Monthly. The growth 
of the railroads and the outbreak of the Civil "War put 
an end to profitable piloting, and at twenty-four he 
was again open to a vocation. He listened for a mo- 
ment to the loudly calling drum of that time, and he 
was actually in camp for three weeks on the rebel side ; 
but the unorganized force to which he belonged was 
disbanded, and he finally did not " go with his section " 
either in sentiment or in fact. His brother having been 
appointed Lieutenant-Governor of Nevada Territory, 
Mr. Clemens went out with him as his private sec- 
retary; but he soon resigned his office and withdrew 
to the mines. He failed as a miner, in the ordinary 
sense ; but the life of the mining-camp yielded him the 
wealth that the pockets of the mountain denied; he 
had the Midas touch without knowing it, and all these 
grotesque experiences have since turned into gold under 
his hand. After his failure as a miner had become 
evident even to himself, he was glad to take the place 
of local editor on the Virginia City Enterprise, a news- 
-psaper for which he had amused himself in writing from 
time to time. He had written for the newspapers be- 
fore this; few Americans escape that fate; and as an 
apprentice in the Hannibal Courier office his humor 
had embroiled some of the leading citizens, and im- 
paired the fortunes of that journal by the alienation of 
several delinquent subscribers. 

But it was in the Enterprise that he first used his 
pseudonym of " Mark Twain," which he borrowed from 
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the vernacular of the river, where the man heaving the 
lead calls out " Mark twain !" instead of " Mark two !" 
In 1864, he accepted, on the San Francisco Morning 
Call, the same sort of place which he had held on the 
Enterprise, and he soon made his nom de guerre fa- 
miliar " on that coast " ; he not only wrote " local 
items " in the Call, but he printed humorous sketches 
in various periodicals, and, two years later, he was sent 
to the Sandwich Islands as correspondent of a Sacra- 
mento paper. 

When he came back he " entered the lecture-field," 
as it used to be phrased. Of these facts there is, as 
all English - speaking readers know, full record in 
Roughing It, though I think Mr. Clemens has not 
mentioned there his association with that extraordinary 
group of wits and poets, of whom Mr. Bret Harte, Mr. 
Charles Warren Stoddard, Mr. Charles II. Webb, Mr. 
Prentice Mulford, were, with himself, the most con- 
spicuous. These ingenious young men, with the fatuity 
of gifted people, had established a literary newspaper 
in San Francisco, and they brilliantly co-operated to 
its early extinction. 

In 1867, Mr. Clemens made in the Quaker City the 
excursion to Europe and the East which he has com- 
memorated in The Innocents Abroad. Shortly after 
his return he married, and placed himself at Buffalo, 
where he bought an interest in one of the city news- 
papers; later he came to Hartford, where he has since 
remained, except for the two years spent in a second 
visit to Europe. The incidents of this visit he has 
characteristically used in A Tramp Abroad; and, in 
fact, I believe the only book of Mr. Clemens's which is 
not largely autobiographical is The Prince and the 
Pauper: the scene being laid in England, in the early 
part of the sixteenth centurv, the difficulties presented 

137 



MY MARK TWAIN 

to a nineteenth - century autobiographer were Insur- 
mountable. 

The habit of putting his own life, not merely in its 
results but in its processes, into his books, is only one 
phase of the frankness of Mr. Clemens's humorous at- 
titude. The transparent disguise of the pseudonym 
once granted him, he asks the reader to grant him noth- 
ing else. In this he differs wholly from most other 
American humorists, who have all found some sort of 
dramatization of their personality desirable if not neces- 
sary. Charles F. Browne, " delicious " as he was when 
he dealt with us directly, preferred the disguise of 
" Artemus Ward " the showman ; Mr. Locke likes to 
figure as " Petroleum V. Nasby," the cross-roads poli- 
tician; Mr. Shaw chooses to masquerade as the sat- 
urnine philosopher " Josh Billings " ; and each of these 
humorists appeals to the grotesqueness of misspelling to 
help out his fun. It was for Mr. Clemens to reconcile 
the public to humor which contented itself with the 
established absurdities of English orthography; and I 
am inclined to attribute to the example of his immense 
success, the humane spirit which characterizes our re- 
cent popular humor. There is still sufficient flippancy 
and brutality in it; but there is no longer the stupid 
and monkeyish cruelty of motive and intention which 
once disgraced and insulted us. Except the political 
humorists, like Mr. Lowell — if there were any like him 
— the American humorists formerly chose the wrong in 
public matters; they were on the side of slavery, of 
drunkenness, and of irreligion; the friends of civiliza- 
tion were their prey ; their spirit was thoroughly vulgar 
and base. Before " John Phoenix," there was scarcely 
any American humorist — not of the distinctly literary 
sort — with whom one could smile and keep one's self- 
respect. The great Artemus himself was not guiltless ; 

138 



MY MAKK TWAIN 

but the most popular humorist who ever lived has not 
to accuse himself, so far as I can remember, of having 
written anything to make one morally ashamed of lik- 
ing him. One can readily make one's strictures ; there 
is often more than a suggestion of forcing in his hu- 
mor; sometimes it tends to horse-play; sometimes the 
extravagance overleaps itself, and falls flat on the other 
side; but I cannot remember that in Mr. Clemens's 
books I have ever been asked to join him in laughing 
at any good or really fine thing. But I do not mean 
to leave him with this negative praise; I mean to say 
of him that as Shakespeare, according to Mr. Lowell's 
saying, was the first to make poetry all poetical, Mark 
Twain was the first to make humor all humorous. He 
has not only added more in bulk to the sum of harmless 
pleasures than any other humorist; but more in the 
spirit that is easily and wholly enjoyable. There is 
nothing lost in literary attitude, in labored dictionary 
funning, in affected quaintness, in dreary dramatiza- 
tion, in artificial " dialect " ; Mark Twain's humor is 
as simple in form and as direct as the statesmanship of 
Lincoln or the generalship of Grant. 

When I think how purely and wholly American it 
is, I am a little puzzled at its universal acceptance. We 
are doubtless the most thoroughly homogeneous people 
that ever existed as a great nation. There is such a 
parity in the experiences of Americans that Mark 
Twain or Artemus Ward appeals as unerringly to the 
consciousness of our fifty millions as Goldoni appealed 
to that of his hundred thousand Venetians. In our 
phrase, we have somehow all " been there " ; in fact, 
generally, and in sympathy almost certainly, we have 
been there. In another generation or two, perhaps, it 
will be wholly different ; but as yet the average Amer- 
ican is the man who has risen ; he has known poverty, 
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and privation, and low conditions; he has very often 
known squalor ; and now, in his prosperity, lie regards 
the past with a sort of large, pitying amusement; he is 
not the least ashamed of it; he does not feel that it 
characterizes him any more than the future does. Our 
humor springs from this multiform American experi- 
ence of life, and securely addresses itself — in reminis- 
cence, in phrase, in its whole material — to the intel- 
ligence bred of like experience. It is not of a class for 
a class; it does not employ itself with the absurdities 
of a tailor as a tailor; its conventions, if it has any, 
are all new, and of American make. When it mentions 
hash we smile because we have each somehow known 
the cheap boarding-house or restaurant ; when it alludes 
to putting up stoves in the fall, each of us feels the 
grime and rust of the pipes on his hands; the intro- 
duction of the lightning-rod man, or the book-agent, 
establishes our brotherhood with the humorist at once. 
But how is it with the vast English-speaking world out- 
side of these States, to which hash, and stovepipes, and 
lightning-rod men and book-agents are as strange as 
lords and ladies, dungeon-keeps and battlements are 
to us? Why, in fine, should an English chief -justice 
keep Mark Twain's books always at hand ? Why should 
Darwin have gone to them for rest and refreshment at 
midnight when spent with scientific research ? 

I suppose that Mark Twain transcends all other 
American humorists in the universal qualities. lie 
deals very little with the pathetic, which he neverthe- 
less knows very well how to manage, as he has shown, 
notably in the true story of the old slave-mother; but 
there is a poetic lift in his work, even when he permits 
you to recognize it only as something satirized. There 
is always the touch of nature, the presence of a sincere 
and frank manliness in what he says, the companion- 
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ship of a spirit which is at once delightfully open and 
deliciously shrewd. Elsewhere I have tried to persuade 
the reader that his humor is at its best the foamy break 
of the strong tide of earnestness in him. But it would 
be limiting him unjustly to describe him as a satirist; 
and it is hardly practicable to establish him in people's 
minds as a moralist; he has made them laugh too long; 
they will not believe him serious ; they think some joke 
is always intended. This is the penalty, as Doctor 
Holmes has pointed out, of making one's first success 
as a humorist. There was a paper of Mark Twain's 
printed in the Atlantic Monthly some years ago and 
called " The Facts Concerning the Late Carnival of 
Crime in Connecticut," which ought to have won popu- 
lar recognition of the ethical intelligence underlying 
his humor. It was, of course, funny; but under the 
fun it was an impassioned study of the human con- 
science. Hawthorne or Bunyan might have been proud 
to imagine that powerful allegory, which had a gro- 
tesque force far beyond either of them. It had been 
read before a literary club in Hartford; a reverend 
gentleman had offered the author his pulpit for the next 
Sunday if he would give it as a homily there. Yet it 
quite failed of the response I had hoped for it, and I 
shall not insist here upon Mark Twain as a moralist; 
though I w T arn the reader that if he leaves out of the 
account an indignant sense of right and wrong, a scorn 
of all affectation and pretence, an ardent hate of mean- 
ness and injustice, he will come indefinitely short of 
knowing Mark Twain. 

His powers as a story-teller were evident in hundreds 
of brief sketches before he proved them in Tom Sawyer 
and The Prince and the Pauper. Both of these books, 
aside from their strength of characterization, are fasci- 
nating as mere narratives, and I can think of no writer 
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living who has in higher degree the art of interesting 
his reader from the first word. This is a far rarer 
gift than we imagine, and I shall not call it a sub- 
ordinate charm in Mark Twain's books, rich as they 
otherwise are. I have already had my say about Tom 
Sawyer, whose only fault is an excess of reality in 
portraying the character and conditions of Southwest- 
ern boyhood as it was forty years ago, and which is 
full of that poetic sympathy with nature and human 
nature which I always find in Mark Twain. The 
Prince and the Pauper has particularly interested me 
for the same qualities which, in a study of the past, 
we call romantic, but which alone can realize the past 
for us. Occasionally the archaic diction gives way and 
lets us down hard upon the American parlance of the 
nineteenth century; but mainly the illusion is admir- 
ably sustained, and the tale is to be valued not only 
in itself, but as an earnest of what Mr. Clemens might 
do in fiction when he has fairly done with autobiog- 
raphy in its various forms. His invention is of the 
good old sort, like De Foe's more than that of any 
other English writer, and like that of the Spanish 
picaresque novelists, Mendoza and the rest; it flows 
easily from incident to incident, and does not deepen 
into situation. In the romance it operates as lightly 
and unfatiguingly as his memory in the realistic story. 
His books abound in passages of dramatic character- 
ization, and he is, as the reader knows, the author of 
the most successful American play. I believe Mr. 
Clemens has never claimed the reconstruction of Colonel 
Sellers for the stage; but he nevertheless made the 
play, for whatever is good in it came bodily from his 
share of the novel of The Gilded Age. It is a play 
which succeeds by virtue of the main personage, and 

this personage, from first to last, is quite outside of the 
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dramatic action, which sometimes serves and sometimes 
does not serve the purpose of presenting Colonel Sellers. 
Where the drama fails, Sellers rises superior and takes 
the floor; and we forget the rest. Mr. Kaymond con- 
ceived the character wonderfully well, and he plays it 
with an art that ranks him to that extent with the 
great actors ; but he has in nowise " created " it. If 
any one " created " Colonel Sellers, it was Mark Twain, 
as the curious reader may see on turning again to the 
novel; but I suspect that Colonel Sellers was never 
created, except as other men are; that he was found 
somewhere and transferred, living, to the book. 

I prefer to speak of Mr. Clemen s ? s artistic qualities 
because it is to these that his humor will owe its per- 
petuity. All fashions change, and nothing more wholly 
and quickly than the fashion of fun; as any one may 
see by turning back to what amused people in the last 
generation; that stuff is terrible. As Europe becomes 
more and more the playground of Americans, and every 
scene and association becomes insipidly familiar, the 
jokes about the old masters and the legends will no 
longer be droll to us. Neither shall we care for the 
huge Californian mirth, when the surprise of the pictu- 
resquely mixed civilization and barbarism of the Pa- 
cific Coast has quite died away ; and Mark Twain would 
pass with the conditions that have made him intelli- 
gible, if he were not an artist of uncommon power as 
well as a humorist. He portrays and interprets real 
types, not only with exquisite appreciation and sym- 
pathy, but with a force and truth of drawing that makes 
them permanent. Artemus Ward was very funny, that 
can never be denied; but it must be owned that the 
figure of the literary showman is as wholly factitious 
as his spelling; the conception is one that has to be 

constantly humored by the reader. But the innumer- 
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able characters sketched by Mark Twain are actualities, 
however caricatured — and, usually, they are not so very 
much caricatured. He has brought back the expression 
of Western humor to sympathy with the sane orthog- 
raphy in John Phoenix ; but Mark Twain is vastly more 
original in form. Derby was weighed upon by literary 
tradition ; he was " academic " at times, but Mr. Clem- 
ens is never " academic." There is no drawing from 
casts; in his work evidently the life has everywhere 
been studied: and it is his apparent unconsciousness of 
\Aany other way of saying a thing except the natural way 
that makes his books so restful and refreshing. Our 
little nervous literary sensibilities may suffer from his 
extravagance, or from other traits of his manner, but 
we have not to beat our breasts at the dread apparition 
of Dickens's or Thackeray's hand in his page. He is 
far too honest and sincere a soul for that; and where 
he is obliged to force a piece of humor to its climax — 
as sometimes happens — he does not call in his neighbors 
to help ; he does it himself, and is probably sorry that 
he had to do it. 

I suppose that even in so slight and informal a study 
as this, something like an " analysis " of our author's 
humor is expected. But I much prefer not to make it. 
I have observed that analyses of humor are apt to leave 
one rather serious, and to result in an entire volatiliza- 
tion of the humor. If the prevailing spirit of Mark 
Twain's humor is not a sort of good-natured self -satire, 
in which the reader may see his own absurdities re- 
flected, I scarcely should be able to define it. 



VIII 

"A CONNECTICUT YANKEE IN KING 
ARTHUR'S COURT" 

(From "Harpers Magazine/' 1890) 

Mr. Clemens, we call him, rather than Mark Twain, 
because we feel that in this book our arch-humorist im- 
parts more of his personal quality than in anything else 
he has done. Here he is to the full the humorist, as 
we know him ; but he is very much more, and his strong, 
indignant, often infuriate hate of injustice, and his 
love of equality, burn hot through the manifold ad- 
ventures and experiences of the tale. What he thought 
about prescriptive right and wrong, we had partly 
learned in The Prince and the Pauper and in Huchle- 
berry Finn, but it is this last book which gives his 
whole mind. The elastic scheme of the romance al- 
lows it to play freely back and forward between the 
sixth century and the nineteenth century; and often 
while it is working the reader up to a blasting contempt 
of monarchy and aristocracy in King Arthur's time, the 
dates are magically shifted under him, and he is con- 
fronted with exactly the same principles in Queen Vic- 
toria's time. The delicious satire, the marvellous wit, 
the wild, free, fantastic humor are the colors of the 
tapestry, while the texture is a humanity that lives in 
every fibre. At every moment the scene amuses, but it 
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is all the time an object-lesson in democracy. It makes 
ns glad of our republic and onr epoch ; but it does not 
flatter its into a fond content with them ; there are pas- 
sages in which we see that the noble of Arthur's day, 
who fattened on the blood and sweat of his bondmen, 
is one in essence with the capitalist of Mr. Harrison's 
day who grows rich on the labor of his underpaid wage- 
men. . . . 

Mr. Clemens's glimpses of monastic life in Arthur's 
realm are true enough; and if they are not the whole 
truth of the matter, one may easily get it in some such 
book as Mr. Brace's Gesta Chris ti, where the full light 
of history is thrown upon the transformation of the 
world, if not the Church, under the influence of Chris- 
tianity. Fn the mean time, if any one feels that the 
justice done the churchmen of King Arthur's time is 
too much of one kind, let him turn to that heart-break- 
ing scene where the brave monk stands with the mother 
and her babe on the scaffold, and execrates the hideous 
law which puts her to death for stealing enough to keep 
her from starving. It is one of many passages in the 
story where our civilization of to-day sees itself mir- 
rored in the cruel barbarism of the past, the same in 
principle and only softened in custom. With shocks of. 
consciousness, one recognizes in such episodes that the 
laws are still made for the few against the many, and 
that the preservation of things, not men, is still the 
ideal of legislation. But we do not wish to leave the 
reader with the notion that Mr. Clemens's work is other- 
wise than obliquely serious. Upon the face of it you 
have a story no more openly didactic than Don Quixote, 
which we found ourselves more than once thinking of 
as we read, though always with a sense of the kindlier 
and truer heart of our time, i^ever once, we believe, 
has Mark Twain been funny at the cost of the weak, the 
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unfriended, the helpless ; and this is rather more than 
you can say of Cid Hamet ben Engeli. But the 
two writers are of the same humorous largeness; and 
when the Connecticut man rides out at dawn, in a suit 
of Arthurian armor, and gradually heats up under the 
mounting sun in what he calls " that stove " ; and a fly 
gets between the bars of his visor; and he cannot reach 
his handkerchief in his helmet to wipe the sweat from 
his streaming face; and at last when he cannot bear it 
any longer, and dismounts at the side of a brook, and 
makes the distressed damsel who has been riding behind 
him take off his helmet, and fill it with water, and pour 
gallon after gallon down the collar of his w T rough t-ir on 
cutaway, you have a situation of as huge a grotesque- 
ness as any that Cervantes conceived. 

The distressed damsel is the Lady Corisande ; he calls 
her Sandy, and he is troubled in mind at riding about 
the country with her in that w T ay; for he is not only 
very doubtful that there is nothing in the castle where 
she says there are certain princesses imprisoned and 
persecuted by certain giants, but he feels that it is not 
quite nice : he is engaged to a young lady in East Hart- 
ford, and he finds Sandy a fearful bore at first, though 
in the end he loves and marries her, finding that he 
hopelessly antedates the East Hartford young lady by 
thirteen centuries. How he gets into King Arthur's 
realm, the author concerns himself as little as any of 
us do with the mechanism of our dreams. In fact, the 
whole story has the lawless operation of a dream ; none 
of its prodigies are accounted for; they take themselves 
for granted, and neither explain nor justify themselves. 
Here he is, that Connecticut man, foreman of one of the. 
shops in Colt's pistol factory, and full to the throat of 
the invention and the self-satisfaction of the nineteenth 
century, at the court of the mythic Arthur. He is 
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promptly recognized as a being of extraordinary powers 
and becomes the king's right-hand man, with the title 
of The Boss; but as he has apparently no lineage or 
blazon, he has no social standing, and the meanest noble 
has precedence of him, just as would happen in Eng- 
land to-day. The reader may faintly fancy the conse- 
quences flowing from this situation, which he will find 
so vividly fancied for him in the book; but they are 
simply irreportable. The scheme confesses allegiance 
to nothing; the incidents, the facts, follow as they will. 
The Boss cannot rest from introducing the apparatus 
of our time, and he tries to impart its spirit with a 
thousand most astonishing effects. He starts a daily 
paper in Camelot; he torpedoes a holy well; he blows 
up a party of insolent knights with a dynamite bomb; 
when he and the king disguise themselves as peasants, 
in order to learn the real life of the people, and are 
taken and sold for slaves, and then sent to the gallows 
for the murder of their master, Launcelot arrives to 
their rescue with five hundred knights on bicycles. It 
all ends with the Boss's proclamation of the Kepublic 
after Arthur's death, and his destruction of the whole 
chivalry of England by electricity. 

We can give no proper notion of the measureless play 
of an imagination which has a gigantic jollity in its 
feats, together with the tenderest sympathy. There are 
incidents in this wonder-book which wring the heart 
for what has been of cruelty and wrong in the past, and 
leave it burning with shame and hate for the conditions 
which are of like effect in the present. It is one of its 
magical properties that the fantastic fable of Arthur's 
far-off time is also too often the sad truth of ours; 
and the magician who makes us feel in it that we have 
just begun to know his power, teaches equality and 

fraternity in every phase of his phantasmagory. 
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He leaves, to be sure, little of tlie romance of the 
olden time, but no one is more alive to the simple, 
mostly tragic poetry of it; and we do not remember 
any book which imparts so clear a sense of what was 
truly heroic in it. With all his scorn of kingcraft, and 
all his ireful contempt of caste, no one yet has been 
fairer to the nobility of character which they cost so 
much too much to develop. The mainly ridiculous 
Arthur of Mr. Clemens has his moments of being as 
fine and high as the Arthur of Lord Tennyson ; and the 
keener light which shows his knights and ladies in their 
child - like simplicity and their innocent coarseness 
throws all their best qualities into relief. This book 
is in its last effect the most matter-of-fact narrative, 
for it is always true to human nature, the only truth 
possible, the only truth essential, to fiction. The hu- 
mor of the conception and of the performance is sim- 
ply immense ; but more than ever Mr. Clemens's humor 
seems the sunny break of his intense conviction. We , 
must all recognize him here as first of those who laugh, 
not merely because his fun is unrivalled, but because 
there is a force of right feeling and clear thinking in 
it that never got into fun before, except in The Bigelow 
Papers. Throughout, the text in all its circumstances 
and meaning is supplemented by the illustrations of an 
artist who has entered into the wrath and the pathos as 
well as the fun of the thing, and made them his own. 



IX 

"JOAN OF AKC" 
(From "Harper's Weekly/' 1896) 

The historical novel is one of those flexible inven- 
tions which can be fitted to the mood or genius of any 
writer, and can be either story or history in the propor- 
tion he prefers. Walter Scott, who contrived it, tested 
its elasticity as fully as any of the long line of ro- 
mancers who have followed him in every land and 
language. It has been a favorite form with readers 
from the first, and it will be to the last, because it gives 
them the feeling that to read so much about people 
who once lived and figured in human events is not 
such a waste of time as to read of people who never 
lived at all, or figured in anything but the author's 
fancy. With a race like ours, which always desires a 
reason, or at least an excuse, for enjoying itself, this 
feeling no doubt availed much for fiction, and helped 
to decide the fate of the novel favorably when its popu- 
larity was threatened by the good, stupid Anglo-Saxon 
conscience. Probably it had the largest share in estab- 
lishing fiction as a respectable literary form, and in 
giving it the primacy which it now enjoys. Without 
the success of the monstrous fables which the gentle 
Sir Walter palmed off upon his generation in the shape 

pf historical fiction, we should hardly have revered as 
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masters in a beautiful art the writers who have since 
swayed our emotions. Jane Austen, Miss Edgeworth, 
Hawthorne, Thackeray, George Eliot, Mr. Henry 
James, might have sought a hearing from serious 
persons in vain for the truth that was in them if the 
historical novel had not established fiction in the re- 
spect of our race as a pleasure which might be enjoyed 
without self-reproach, or as the sugar of a pill which 
would be none the less powerful in its effects upon the 
system because it was agreeable to take. 

It would be interesting to know, but not very perti- 
nent to inquire, how far our great humorist's use of the 
historical form in fiction was prompted by love of it, 
or by an instinctive perception that it was the only 
form in which he could hope to deliver a message of 
serious import without being taken altogether in jest. 
But, at any rate, w T e can be sure that in each of Mark 
Twain's attempts of this sort, in the Prince and the 
Pauper, in the Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's 
Court, and in the Personal Recollections of Joan 
of Arc, he was taken with the imaginative — that is 
to say, the true — nature of his theme, and that he 
made this the channel of the rich vein of poetry which 
runs through all his humor and keeps it sound whether 
it is grotesque or whether it is pathetic in effect. 

The first of these three books is addressed to chil- 
dren, but it is not children who can get the most out 
of it; the last is offered to the sympathy and intelli- 
gence of men and women, and vet I should not be 
surprised if it made its deepest and most lasting ap- 
peal to the generous heart of youth. But I think that 
the second will remain the enduring consolation of old 
and young alike, and will be ranged in this respect and 
as a masterpiece of humor beside the great work of 
Cervantes. Since the Ingenious Gentleman of La 
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Mancha there is nothing to compare with the Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur, and I shall be very much 
disappointed in posterity if it does not agree with me. 
In that colossally amusing scheme, that infinitely sug- 
gestive situation, the author was hampered by no such 
distinct records as he has had to grapple with in his 
Personal Recollections of Joan of Arc. He could 
launch himself into a realm of fable and turn it into 
fact by virtue of his own strong and vivid reality, 
while in a scene whose figures and events are all ascer- 
tained by history his fancy has had to work reversely, 
and transmute the substance into the airy fabric of 
romance. The result will not be accepted without dif- 
ficulty by two sorts of critics : the sort who would have 
had him stick closer to the conventional ideal of the 
past, as it has been derived from other romancers, and 
the sort who would have had him throw that altogether 
away and trust to his own divinations of its life and 
spirit from the events as set down and from his abun- 
dant knowledge of human nature through himself. 

I confess that I am of these, and I have the least to 
complain of, I think. It would be impossible for any 
one who was not a prig to keep to the archaic attitude 
and parlance which the author attempts here and there ; 
and I wish he had frankly refused to attempt it at all. 
I wish his personal recollections of Joan could have 
been written by some Southwestern American, trans- 
lated to Domremy by some such mighty magic of im- 
agination as launched the Connecticut Yankee into the 
streets of many-towered Gairielot; but I make the most 
of the moments when the Sieur Louis de Conte for- 
gets himself into much the sort of witness I could wish 
him to be. I am not at all troubled when he conies 
out with a bit of good, strong, downright modern 

American feeling; my suffering begins when he does 
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the supposed mediaeval thing. Then I suspect that his 
armor is of tin, that the castles and rocks are paste- 
board, that the mob of citizens and soldiers who fill the 
air with the clash of their two-up-and-two-down com- 
bats, and the well-known muffled roar of their voices 
have been hired in at so much a night, and that Joan 
is sometimes in an awful temper behind the scenes; 
and I am thankful when the brave Sieur Louis forgets 
himself again. I have my little theory that human 
nature is elementally much the same always and every- 
where, and that if the man of intelligence will study 
this in his own heart he will know pretty well what 
all other men have been in essentials. As to manners, 
I think that a man who knew the Southwest in the 
days of slavery, when the primitive distinctions between 
high and low, bond and free, lord and villein, were 
enforced with the violence of passions stronger than the 
laws, could make a shrewd guess at mediaeval life ; and 
I am inclined to accept Mark Twain's feudal ruffians, 
gentle and simple, as like enough, or as much like as 
one can get them at this late day. At least, they are 
like something, and the trouble with the more ro- 
mantic reproductions is that they are like nothing. 

A jolly thing about it, and a true thing, is the fun 
that his people get out of the affair. It is a vast frolic, 
in certain aspects, that mystical mission of the inspired 
Maid, and Joan herself is not above having her laugh 
at times. Her men-at-arms, who drive the English be- 
fore them under her miraculous lead, are " the boys " 
who like to drink deep and to talk tall; to get the joke 
on one another, and the dead wood. Without this sort 
of relief I own that I should find their campaigns 
rather trying, and, without the hope of overhearing some 
of their lusty drollery, I should not care to follow them 
in all their hard fighting. I fancy it is the chance of 
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this that gives the author himself so much stomach for 
battle; it seems worth while to lay a lot of fellows in 
plate-armor low if you can have them clatter down to 
the music of a burly jest and a roaring laugh. He is 
not at the trouble to maintain the solemnity of the 
dominant strain throughout ; and he has made his Sieur 
de Conte not only a devout believer in the divine au- 
thority of Joan, but a delicately tender sympathizer 
with her when she suffers as a poor, simple shepherd- 
girl for the deeds of the prophetess. De Conte is a 
very human and lovable character, and is rather apt to 
speak with the generous feeling and the righteous love 
and hate of Mark Twain, whose humor has never been 
sullied with anything mean or cruel. The minor note 
is heard mostly thi ugh De Conte's story of the trial 
and martyrdom of Toan, which is studied faithfully 
from the histories, and which I think is the best part 
" of the book. It is extremely pathetic at moments, and 
as one reads the heart swells with pity for the victim 
of one of the crudest wrongs ever done, as if the suf- 
fering from it were not over four hundred years ago. 

It would not be easy to convey a sense of the rever- 
ent tenderness with which the character of Joan is de- 
veloped in this fiction, and she is made a " sensible, 
warm motion " from the myth that she seems in his- 
tory. The wonder of her career is something that grows 
upon the reader to the end, and remains with him 
while he is left tingling with compassion for the hap- 
less child who lived so gloriously and died so piteously. 

What can we say, in this age of science, that will 
explain away the miracle of that age of faith? For 
these things really happened. There was actually this 
peasant maid who believed she heard voices from 
Heaven bidding her take command of the French 
armies and drive the English out of her country; who 
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took command of them without other authority than 
such as the belief of her prince and his people gave 
her; who prophesied of the victories she should win, 
and won them; who broke the power of the invaders; 
and who then, as if God thought she had given proofs 
enough of her divine commission, fell into their power 
and was burned for a heretic and an idolater. It reads 
like a wild and foolish invention, but it is every word 
most serious truth. It is preposterous, it is impossible, 
but it is all undeniable. 

What can we say to it in the last year of this in- 
credulous old century, nodding to its close? We can- 
not deny it. What was it all ? Was Joan's power the 
force dormant in the people which her claim of in- 
spiration awoke to mighty deeds? If it was merely 
that, how came this poor, ignorant girl by the skill to 
lead armies, to take towns, to advise councils, and to 
change the fate of a whole nation? It was she who 
recreated France, and changed her from a province of 
England to the great monarchy she became. Could 
a dream, an illusion, a superstition, do this? What, 
then, are dreams and illusions and superstitions, that 
our w r isdom should be so eager to get rid of them? 

. We know that for the present the force which could 
remove mountains is pretty much gone out of the world. 
Faith has ceased to be, but we have some lively hopes 
of electricity. We now employ it to exanimate people ; 
perhaps we shall yet find it valuable to reanimate them. 
Or will faith come back again, and will the future ages 
be some of them religious ? 

I shall not attempt to answer these questions, which 

have, with a good number of others, been suggested by 

this curious book of the arch-humorist of the century. 

I fancy they will occur to most other readers, who will 

share my interest in the devout, the mystical, the 

155 



MY IAEK TWAIN 

knightly treatment of the story of Joan of Arc by 
Mark Twain. Voltaire tried to make her a laughing- 
stock and a by-word. He was a very great wit, hut 
he failed to defame her, for the facts were against him.. 
It is our humorist's fortune to have the facts with him, 
and whatever we think Joan of Arc, inspired or de- 
luded, we shall feel the wonder of them the more for 
the light his imagination has thrown upon them. I 
dare say there are a good many faults in the book. It 
is unequal; its archaism is often superficially a fail- 
ure ; if you look at it merely on the technical side, the 
outbursts of the nineteenth-century American in the 
armor of the fifteenth-century Frenchman are sole- 
cisms. But, in spite of all this, the book has a vital- 
izing force. Joan lives in it again, and dies, and then 
lives on in the love and pity and wonder of the reader. 



X 



REVIEW OF AN ITALIAN'S VIEWS OP 
MARK TWAIN x 

(From " The North American Review/' November, 

1901) 

Signor Bellezza talks, and we all talk, of English 
humor, American humor, German humor, Spanish hu- 
mor, French humor, Italian humor, as if they were 
essentially unlike, when essentially they are alike. I 
will not try to say how, for that way danger lies: the 
danger of trying to say what humor essentially is. I 
notice Signor Bellezza himself shuns that as much as 
possible, and contents himself with giving instances 
without theories. We know a joke when we see it, as 
we know a poem when w 7 e see it; but what a joke is 
we can no more safely undertake to say than what a 
poem is. There the thing is : like it or leave it, but do 
not expect any one to explain to you the grounds of 
your liking or leaving it. That is what Signor Bel- 
lezza mainly seems to say, and he is quite in the right. 
If he sometimes tries to distinguish between the dif- 
ferent kinds of humor, by nationalities, it is perhaps 
because he has been tempted beyond his strength. For 
my own part, in the kind of humor which I know 

1 Paolo Bellezza, Humour. Strenna a Beneficio del Pio Insti- 
tute* dei Eachitici. 1000. 
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best — the American, namely — I have found examples 
of it in regions so remote that I have been forced to 
choose between faith in the solidarity of humor every- 
where, and fear that the aliens are now and then able, 
by means of some telepathic plagiary, to pilfer us of 
our good things before we say them. 

I was always amused by the saying of a Western 
farmer in a very wet season that " It rained and rained, 
and after awhile it got so it set up nights and rained." 
But in Switzerland I heard of an old peasant who re- 
marked of a very cold season, " The winter has come 
to spend the summer with us," and then I felt that all 
republican peoples were really one, or else that Amer- 
ican humor and Swiss humor were of the same native 
picturesqueness. 

In that chapter on grisly humor, which is one of the 
best in the book, and is the longest, we Americans enter 
freely, and chiefly, as we should, in the person of Mark 
Twain, who is cited four times to Thackeray's once, 
though he is distanced by Dickens. It is interesting to 
note how universal this humor is, and it seems to be 
really the most humorous humor, in imparting that 
shock of contrasts, which seems to be the essence of 
humor, or its prime motive. Shakespeare, Fielding, 
Guerrazzi, Godfrey Keller, Bret TIarte, Heine, Que- 
vedo, Addison, Larra, Kipling, Steele, Flaubert, Al- 
lien, Byron, Daudet, Dostoyevsky, Balzac, Hoffmann, 
and Charles Mathews are by no means all the others 
who figure in this famous chapter, in support of my 
theory that humor is human and not national. When 
it comes to grinning back at skeletons, mocking at 
murder, and smiling at suicide it appears that Amer- 
icans, Englishmen, Germans, Italians, Spaniards, and 
Frenchmen are pretty much alike. The honors are not 
quite so easy in the matter of gallows - humor ; the 
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Xorth carries these off, as has already been allowed. 
In regard to cannibalism, Signor Bellezza thinks it the 
forte of Mark Twain, as a humorous inspiration. 
" And here," he says, " I do not mean fugitive 
touches, but whole stories based, if I may so express 
myself, upon anthropophagy/' and in sufficient proof 
he limits himself to a synopsis of that terrible tale of 
Cannibalism in the Cars, which has made us all shud- 
der. He seems not to know of that yet awfuler ad- 
venture with the box of rifles in the express-car, which 
in the way of grisly humor may challenge all literature 
for its like. In bizarre humor he puts us well toward 
the head, instancing from Mark Twain a passage out of 
Adams Diary, registering Adam's speculations as to 
the real nature of his first born and his place in zoology, 
and Lucretia Smith's Soldier, whom Lucretia nurses 
back to life and finds the wrong man when he is well 
enough to have the bandages taken from his face. . . . 
I am tempted to throw together w r hat Signor Bellezza 
has to say of most significance concerning all the as- 
pects of the business in hand. He confesses : " If I 
had to make a treatise in due form, or, rather, a regular 
discourse, I should find myself baffled at the start, be- 
cause all treatises commence, as is just, with a bold 
definition, and humor cannot be defined. ... It is a 
specialty of the jSTorthern peoples, somewhat like the 
beer that we meridional folk find somewhat harsh to 
the palate, and would not like for our daily drink. It 
is neither acuteness, nor grace, nor verve; it has gen- 
erally a serious aspect when all around are laughing, 
as Addison says, . . . and according to the greatest 
living humorist, Mark Tw T ain, c the humorist when he 
tells a story seems not to have the remotest suspicion 
that there is anything funny in it.' . . . Precisely here 
is the essential difference that distinguishes the hu- 
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morons from the comic, of which it is yet a form; it 
springs rather from a contrast, and the contrast is . . . 
that of sorrow and joy, a pathetic situation and a comic 
circumstance ; as has been felicitously said, c it is an 
oscillation between laughter and tears.' . . . The hu- 
morist forbears the jeremiad, the lamentation, even 
when his soul is running over with anguish. He would 
not shed rivers of tears over the fate of man here be- 
low, doomed to yearn for the true, and to know it only 
with sore labor and in little part; but he will content 
himself in agreeing with Larra, that ' all the truths 
in this world could be written on a cigarette paper.' 
The social injustices that provoke the invectives of the 
pessimist and the sociologist he will formulate in the 
fashion of that famous sentence of Guerrazzi, ' Force is 
the great mother Eve of all the rights.' . . . But here 
let us understand ourselves clearly. If humor con- 
sisted solely in recognizing and formulating the rela- 
tions that connect joy and sorrow, their confusion and 
their perennial alternation one after the other in hu- 
man destiny, I should be ready to say that the humor- 
ists were as numerous as the authors — in fact, as men 
themselves. . . . The humorist is he who does not keep 
on singing this truth in all the various tunes, but is 
intimately seized and pervaded by it, and informs his 
thoughts and his works from it." 

This is very well as far as it goes, but here nothing 
can go to the bottom ; for if it could, humor is so deeply 
founded in human nature that any definition which 
reached it would be in danger of coming out on the 
other side, and proving a luminous concept of pathos. 
Our author makes a better try in saying of the hu- 
morist, " He does not know how to remain long, or 
will not, in a situation affecting, dramatic or otherwise 
serious; but he interrupts it brusquely with some un- 
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expected observation that scatters, or, so to speak, dis- 
orients the ideas and sensations of the reader, and gives 
them a new direction." Again he says, beginning a 
fresh chapter, as he is apt to do with a fresh attempt at 
analysis : " Humor is truly among the literary kinds 
that which can be contained in the smallest terms. 
Xothing is too little; it finds its occasion in every- 
thing, even that which is slightest, thinnest, most im- 
palpable, and for this reason it is difficult to ana- 
lyze it. It lurks, let me say, in a parenthesis, in a 
comparison; the more modest the form it takes, the 
more vividly it frees itself and the more piquant it 
proves." 

More than in any other literature, the humorous con- 
ception of the universe prevails in the English, and that 
is the supreme proof of humor. It is suggested in the 
passage which he quotes from Lucian, concerning that 
certain doubt of what shall be after death, which lurks 
in our laughter here, and mutes it on our trembling 
lips. It is this certain doubt which gives its prevailing 
cast to English literature more in the mother isle than 
in our continental condition of it ; and it is literature 
which is the expression of a people's soul. To us be- 
longs the humor that laughs and makes laugh ; I believe 
Mark Twain himself somewhere claims that our hu- 
mor is the only humor that is funny, and without push- 
ing this claim we can allow that it is funnier than the 
English. It may even be as wise, and yet at the end 
of the ends it is not so satisfying; so that one agrees 
with Signor Bellezza's final judgment when he declares 
Mark Twain to be the greatest living humorist. . . . 
He is not only the greatest living humorist, but incom- 
parably the greatest, and without a rival since Cer- 
vantes and Shakespeare, unless it be that eternal Jew, 
Heinrich Heine, who of all the humorists is the least 
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like him. Heine's humor is at every moment auto- 
biographical, and for far the greater part Mr. Clemens' s 
humor is so; Shakespeare's alone is impersonal, but 
this may be on account of the dramatic form, and more 
apparent than real. Heine and Mark Twain are both 
archromantic, just as they are both autobiographical, 
though to what different ends ! One is subjectively ro- 
mantic and personal, the other objectively romantic and 
personal. Mark Twain expresses in this difference the 
very essence and inalienable intent of American humor, 
. /which is apparently the least conscious and really the 
least literary of all the forms and phases of humor, 
while Heine's is the most conscious and the most lit- 
erary. Is this measurably true of the other German 
humorists ? I am not sure, and I cannot pretend to 
have the documents for the verification of the point. 
Of Heine I can more or less honestly speak, but as 
for the other German humorists, life is short, and art 
in them at least seems very long. The most wonderful 
thing in Heine is how he transmutes literature into 
life, and distills into it the blood and tears of literary 
anguish. Am I saying that he is a poseur? Perhaps 
I am saying that, but while he lay there in his mattress- 
grave in Paris, he mocked and mocked, not less than 
in his books, or at least when he had an audience; and 
no doubt the second nature which comes to men from 
bathing their souls in literature had made itself his 
first nature. He expressed the supreme humoristic con- 
ception of the universe in the cry from that grave : 

" schone Welt, du bist abscheulicli !" 

and one's heart aches in pity and one's nerves thrill in 
awe of the poseur. After all, pain is not a pose, nor 
death, and there he knew both. In all his books he 
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was at least true to his genius, for, in some light or 
other, everything that he wrote was humorous. . . . 

I doubt whether our humor did not begin with 
Chaucer instead of Shakespeare, and it is not at this 
end of the long line that I should find our essayist 
of an uncertain hold. It is in his notices of modern 
English humor that I find his hand lax, and now and 
then not of a wide grasp. He prefaces each of his 
chapters with an English motto, taking the first from 
Mark Twain's reply to M. Bourget, " Well, humor is 
the great thing," but by far the greatest number of his 
instances and allusions are from and to the humor of 
Dickens. Xow, this humor was very well in its way, 
but it hardly can make us laugh any more, and it was 
always rather of the nature of the laughter of horses, 
the play of horses. It was fantastic and wilful and 
forced, and expressed itself in characters which bore 
much the same resemblance to the human species as 
the effigies which keep the crows from the corn-fields, 
and in crude communities express the popular indig- 
nation with persons of opposite political convictions. 
He had not a humorous conception of life, which is the 
great thing rather than humor itself, if Mark Twain, 
who has it, will allow me to dispute him. Dickens was 
a great histrionic talent, and produced powerful if 
simple effects in that sort. But he was not of the fine 
English humorists who began with Chaucer, or with 
Shakespeare, as you please, and came down with Swift, 
and Addison, and Steele, and Sterne, and Goldsmith, 
and perhaps Scott, and Thackeray, to a humorist who 
may almost stand with Shakespeare himself. I mean 
Mr. Thomas Hardy, who in his vision of humanity, in 
his entirely ironical and humorous conception of life, is 
possibly the greatest of all the present English, and I 
am not forgetting the Scotchman, Mr. William Gilbert. 
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I am remembering that the master of the whimsical 
cannot be the equal of a humorist in whom the sense 
of the droll is never parted from the sense of the dread- 
ful, any more than it is in Heine, in whom the pathetic 
prevails, or Mark Twain, in whom the comic prevails. 



XI 
MARK TWAIN": AN INQUIRY 

(From e< The North American Revieiv" February, 

1901) 

Two recent events have concurred to offer criticism 
a fresh excuse, if not a fresh occasion, for examining 
the literary work of Mr. Samuel L. Clemens, better 
known to the human family by his pseudonym of Mark 
Twain. One of these events is the publication of his 
writings in a uniform edition, which it is to be hoj>ed 
will remain indefinitely incomplete; the other is his 
return to his own country after an absence so long as 
to form a psychological perspective in which his char- 
acteristics make a new appeal. 

The uniform edition of Mr. Clemens's writings is of 
that dignified presence which most of us have thought 
their due in moments of high pleasure with their 
quality, and high dudgeon with their keeping in. the 
matchlessly ugly subscription volumes of the earlier 
issues. Yet now that we have the?n in this fine shape, 
fit every one, in its elect binding, paper, and print, to 
be set on the shelf of a gentleman's library, and not 
taken from it without some fear of personal demerit, 
I will own a furtive regret for the hideous blocks and 
bricks of which the visible temple of the humorist's 
fame was first builded. It was an advantage to meet 
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the author in a guise reflecting the accidental and pro- 
visional moods of a unique talent finding itself out; 
and the pictures which originally illustrated the process 
were helps to the imagination such as the new uniform 
edition does not afford. In great part it could not re- 
tain them, for reasons which the recollection of their 
uncouth vigor will suggest, but these reasons do not 
hold in all cases, and especially in the ease of Mr. Dan 
Beard's extraordinarily sympathetic and interpretative 
pictures for The Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's 
Court. The illustrations of the uniform edition, in 
fact, are its weak side, but it can be said that they do 
not detract from one's delight in the literature; no 
illustrations could do that; and, in compensation for 
their defeat, the reader has the singularly intelligent 
and agreeable essay of Mr. Brander Matthews on Mr. 
Olemens's work by way of introduction to the collection. 
For the rest one may acquit one's self of one's whole 
duty to the uniform edition by reminding the reader 
that in the rich variety of its inclusion are those re- 
nowning books The Innocents Abroad and Roughing 
It ; the first constructive fiction on the larger scale, Tom 
Sawyer and HucMeberry Finn; the later books of 
travel, A Tramp Abroad and Following the Equator; 
the multiplicity of tales, sketches, burlesques, satires, 
and speeches, together with the spoil of Mr. Olemens's 
courageous forays in the region of literary criticism; 
and his later romances, The Connecticut Yankee, The 
American Claimant, and Joan of Arc. These com- 
plete an array of volumes which the most unconven- 
tional reviewer can hardly keep from calling goodly, 
and which is responsive to the spirit of the literature 
in a certain desultory and insuecessive arrangement. 

So far as I know, Mr. Clemens is the first writer to 
use in extended writing the fashion we all use in think- 
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ing, and to set down the thing that comes into his 
mind without fear or favor of the thing that went be- 
fore or the thing that may be about to follow. I, for 
instance, in putting this paper together, am anxious to 
observe some sort of logical order, to discipline such 
impressions and notions as I have of the subject into 
a coherent body which shall march columnwise to a 
conclusion obvious if not inevitable from the start. 
But Mr. Clemens, if he were writing it, would not be 
anxious to do any such thing. He would take what- 
ever offered itself to his hand out of that mystical 
chaos, that divine ragbag, which we call the mind, 
and leave the reader to look after relevancies and se- 
quences for himself. These there might be, but not 
of that hard-and-fast sort which I am eager to lay 
hold of, and the result would at least be satisfactory 
to the author, who would have shifted the whole re- 
sponsibility to the reader, with whom it belongs, at 
least as much as with the author. In other words, Mr. 
Clemens uses in work on the larger scale the method 
of the elder essayists, and you know no more where you 
are going to bring up in The Innocents Abroad or 
Following the Equator than in an essay of Montaigne. 
The end you arrive at is the end of the book, and you 
reach it amused but edified, and sorry for nothing but 
to be there. You have noted the author's thoughts, 
but not his order of thinking; he has not attempted to 
trace the threads of association between the things that 
have followed one another; his reason, not his logic, 
has convinced you, or, rather, it has persuaded you, 
for you have not been brought under conviction. It is 
not certain that this method is of design with Mr. 
Clemens; that might spoil it; and possibly he will be 
as much surprised as any one to know that it is his 

method. It is imaginable that he pursues it from no 
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wish but to have pleasure of his work, and not to fatigue 
either himself or his reader; and his method may he 
the secret of his vast popularity, but it cannot be the 
whole secret of it. Any one may compose a scrap- 
book, and offer it to the public with nothing of Mark 
Twain's good-fortune. Everything seems to depend 
upon the nature of the scraps, after all; his scraps 
might have been consecutively arranged, in a studied 
order, and still have immensely pleased; but there is 
no doubt that people like things that have at least the 
appearance of not having been drilled into line. Life 
itself has that sort of appearance as it goes on; it is 
an essay with moments of drama in it rather than a 
drama ; it is a lesson, with the precepts appearing hap- 
hazard, and not precept upon precept; it is a school, 
but not always a school-room; it is a temple, but the 
priests are not always in their sacerdotal robes; some- 
times they are eating the sacrifice behind the altar and 
pouring the libations for the god through the channels 
of their dusty old throats. An instinct of something 
chaotic, ironic, empiric in the order of experience seems 
to have been the inspiration of our humorist's art, and 
what finally remains with the reader, after all the jok- 
ing and laughing, is not merely the feeling of having 
had a mighty good time, but the conviction that he has 
got the worth of his money. He has not gone through 
the six hundred pages of The Innocents Abroad, or 
Following the Equator, without having learned more 
of the world as the writer saw it than any but the 
rarest traveller is able to show for his travel ; and pos- 
sibly, with his average practical American public, 
which was his first tribunal, and must always be his 
court of final appeal, Mark Twain justified himself 
for being so delightful by being so instructive. If this 

bold notion is admissible, it seems the moment to say 
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that no writer ever imparted information more in- 
offensively. 

But his great charm is his absolute freedom in a 
region where most of us are fettered and shackled by 
immemorial convention. He saunters out into the trim 
world of letters, and lounges across its neatly kept 
paths, and walks about on the grass at will, in spite 
of all the signs that have been put up from the be- 
ginning of literature, warning people of dangers and 
penalties for the slightest trespass. 

One of the characteristics I observe in him is his 
single-minded use of words, which he employs as Grant 
did to express the plain, straight meaning their com- 
mon acceptance has given them w T ith no regard to their 
structural significance or their philological implica- 
tions. He writes English as if it were a primitive 
and not a derivative language, without Gothic or Latin 
or Greek behind it, or German and French beside it. 
The result is the English in which the most vital works 
of English literature are cast, rather than the English 
of Milton and Thackeray and Mr. Henry James. I 
do not say that the English of the authors last named 
is less than vital, but only that it is not the most vital. 
It is scholarly and conscious; it knows who its grand- 
father was; it has the refinement and subtlety of an 
old patriciate. Tou will not have with it the widest 
suggestion, the largest human feeling, or perhaps the 
loftiest J*&#ch of imagination, but you w T ill have the 
keen joj; that exquisite artistry in words can alone im- 
part, and that you will not have in Mark Twain. What 
you will have in him is a style which is as personal, 
as biographical as the style of any one who has writ- 
ten, and expresses a civilization whose courage of the 
chances, the preferences, the duties, is not the meas- 
ure of its essential modesty. It has a thing to sav, 
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and it says it in the word that may be the first or sec- 
ond or third choice, but will not be the instrument of 
the most fastidious ear, the most delicate and exacting 
sense, though it will be the word that surely and strong- 
ly conveys intention from the author's mind to the 
reader's. It is the Abraham Lincolnian word, not the 
Charles Sumnerian; it is American, Western. 

]STow that Mark Twain has become a fame so world- 
wide, we should be in some danger of forgetting, but 
for his help, how entirely American he is, and we have 
already forgotten, perhaps, how truly Western he is, 
though his work, from first to last, is always remind- 
ing us of the fact But here I should like to distin- 
guish. It is not alone in its generous humor, with more 
honest laughter in it than humor ever had in the world 
till now, that his work is so Western. Any one who 
has really known the West (and really to know it one 
must have lived it) is aware of the profoundly serious, 
the almost tragical strain which is the fundamental 
tone in the movement of such music as it has. Up to 
a certain point, in the presence of the mystery which 
we call life, it trusts and hopes and laughs; beyond 
that it doubts and fears, but it does not cry. It is 
more likely to laugh again, and in the work of Mark 
Twain there is little of the pathos which is supposed 
to be the ally of humor, little suffusion of apt tears 
from the smiling eyes. It is too sincere for that sort 
of play; and if after the doubting and the fearing it 
laughs again, it is with a suggestion of that resentment 
which youth feels when the disillusion from its trust 
and hope comes, and which is the grim second -mind 
of the West in the presence of the mystery. It is not 
so much the race-effect as the region-effect; it is not 
the Anglo-American finding expression, it is the West- 
erner, who is not more thoroughly the creature of cir- 
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cumstances, of conditions, but far more dramatically 
their creature than any prior man. He found himself 
placed in them and under them, so near to a world in 
which the natural and primitive w r as obsolete, that 
while he could not escape them, neither could he help 
challenging them. The inventions, the appliances, the 
improvements of the modern world invaded the hoary 
eld of his rivers and forests and prairies, and, while he 
was still a pioneer, a hunter, a trapper, he found him- 
self confronted with the financier, the scholar, the 
gentleman. They seemed to him, with the world they 
represented, at first very droll, and he laughed. Then 
they set him thinking, and, as he never was afraid of 
anything, he thought over the whole field and demanded 
explanations of all his prepossessions — of equality, of 
humanity, of representative government, and revealed 
religion. When they had not their answers ready, 
without accepting the conventions of the modern world 
as solutions or in any manner final, he laughed again, 
not mockingly, but patiently, compassionately. Such, 
or somewhat like this, was the genesis and evolution of 
Mark Twain. 

Missouri w r as Western, but it was also Southern, not 
only in the institution of slavery, to the custom and ac- 
ceptance of which Mark Twain was born and bred with- 
out any applied doubt of its divinity, but in the pe- 
culiar social civilization of the older South from which 
his native State was settled. It would be reaching too 
far out to claim that American humor, of the now pre- 
vailing Western type, is of Southern origin, but with- 
out staying to attempt it I will say that I think the 
fact could be established ; and I think one of the most 
notably Southern traits of Mark Twain's humor is its 
power of seeing the fun of Southern seriousness, but 

this vision did not come to him till after his liberation 
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from neighborhood in the vaster Far West. He was the 
first, if not the only, man of his section to betray a 
consciousness of the grotesque absurdities in the South- 
ern inversion of the civilized ideals in behalf of slavery, 
which must have them upside down in order to walk 
over them safely. No American of Northern birth or 
breeding could have imagined the spiritual struggle of 
Huck Finn in deciding to help the negro Jim to his 
freedom, even though he should be forever despised as 
a negro thief in his native town, and perhaps eternally 
lost through the blackness of his sin. No Northerner 
could have come so close to the heart of a Kentucky 
feud, and revealed it so perfectly, with the whimsicality 
playing through its carnage, or could have so brought 
us into the presence of the sardonic comi-tragedy of the 
squalid little river town where the store-keeping mag- 
nate shoots down his drunken tormentor in the arms of 
the drunkard's daughter, and then cows with bitter 
mockery the mob that comes to lynch him. The strict 
religiosity compatible in the Southwest with savage 
precepts of conduct is something that could make itself 
known in its amusing contrast only to the native South- 
westerner, and the revolt against it is as constant in 
Mark Twain as the enmity to New England orthodoxy 
is in Doctor Holmes. But he does not take it with such 
serious resentment as Doctor Holmes is apt to take his 
inherited Puritanism, and it may be therefore that he 
is able to do it more perfect justice, and impart it 
more absolutely. At any rate, there are no more vital 
passages in his fiction than those which embody char- 
acter as it is affected for good as well as evil by the 
severity of the local Sunday - schooling and church- 
going. 

I find myself, in spite of the discipline I intend for 

this paper, speaking first of the fiction, which by no 
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means came first in Mark Twain's literary develop- 
ment. It is true that his beginnings were in short 
sketches, more or less inventive, and studies of life in 
which he let his imagination play freely; but it was 
not till he had written Tom Sawyer that he could be 
called a novelist. Even now I think he should rather 
be called a romancer, though such a book as Huckle- 
berry Finn takes itself out of the order of romance and 
places itself with the great things in picaresque fiction. 
Still, it is more poetic than picaresque, and of a deeper 
psychology. The probable and credible soul that the 
author divines in the son of the town-drunkard is one 
which we might each own brother, and the art which 
portrays this nature at first hand in the person and 
language of the hero, without pose or affectation, is 
fine art. In the boy's history the author's fancy works 
realistically to an end as high as it has reached else- 
where, if not higher; and I who like The Connecticut 
Yankee in King Arthurs Court so much have half a 
mind to give my whole heart to Huckleberry Finn. 

Both Huckleberry Finn and Tom Sawyer wander in 
episodes loosely related to the main story, but they are 
of a closer and more logical advance from the begin- 
ning to the end than the fiction which preceded them, 
and which I had almost forgotten to name before them. 
We owe to The Gilded Age a type in Colonel Mulberry 
Sellers which is as likely to endure as any fictitious 
character of our time. It embodies the sort of Amer- 
icanism which survived through the Civil War, and 
characterized in its boundlessly credulous, fearlessly 
adventurous, unconsciously burlesque excess the period 
of political and economic expansion which followed the 
war. Colonel Sellers was, in some rough sort, the 
American of that day, which already seems so remote, 
and is best imaginable through him. Yet the story it- 
12 173 



MY MAEK TWAIN 

self was of the fortuitous structure of what may be 
called the autobiographical books, such as The In- 
nocents Abroad and Roughing It. Its desultory and 
accidental character was heightened by the co-operation 
of Mr. Clemens's fellow-humorist, Charles Dudley War- 
ner, and such coherence as it had was weakened by the 
diverse qualities of their minds and their irreconcilable 
ideals in literature. These never combined to a sole 
effect or to any variety of effects that left the reader 
very clear what the story was all about; and yet from 
the cloudy solution was precipitated at least one char- 
acter which, as I have said, seems of as lasting sub- 
stance and lasting significance as any which the Amer- 
ican imagination has evolved from the American envi- 
ronment. 

If Colonel Sellers is Mr. Clemens's supreme in- 
vention, as it seems to me, I think that his Connecticut 
Yankee is his highest achievement in the way of 
a greatly imagined and symmetrically developed ro- 
mance. Of all the fanciful schemes in fiction, it pleases 
me most, and I give myself with absolute delight to its 
notion of a keen East Hartford Yankee finding him- 
self, by a retroactionary spell, at the court of 3£ing 
Arthur of Britain, and becoming part of the sixth 
century with all the customs and ideas of the nineteenth 
in him and about him. The field for humanizing satire 
which this scheme opens is illimitable ; but the ultimate 
achievement, the last poignant touch, the most exquisite 
triumph of the book, is the return of the Yankee to his 
own century, with his look across the gulf of the ages 
at the period of which he had been a part and his vision 
of the sixth-century woman he had loved holding their 
child in her arms. 

It is a great fancy, transcending in aesthetic beauty 
the invention in The Prince and the Pauper, with all the 
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delightful and affecting implications of that charming 
fable, and excelling the heartrending story in which 
Joan of Arc lives and prophesies and triumphs and 
suffers. She is, indeed, realized to the modern sense 
as few figures of the past have been realized in fiction ; 
and is none the less of her time and of all time because 
her supposititious historian is so recurrently of ours. 
After Sellers, and Huck Finn, and Tom Sawyer, and 
the Connecticut Yankee, she is the author's finest crea- 
tion; and if he had succeeded in portraying no other 
woman - nature, he would have approved himself its 
fit interpreter in her. I do not think he succeeds so 
often with that nature as with the boy-nature or the 
man -nature, apparently because it does not interest 
him so much. He will not trouble himself to make 
women talk like women at all times; oftentimes they 
talk too much like him, though the simple, homely 
sort express themselves after their kind; and Mark 
Twain does not always write men's dialogue so well as 
he might. He is apt to burlesque the lighter col- 
loquiality, and it is only in the more serious and most 
tragical junctures that his people utter themselves with 
veracious simplicity and dignity. That great, burly 
fancy of his is always tempting him to the exaggeration 
which is the condition of so much of his personal hu- 
mor, but which when it invades the drama spoils the 
illusion. The illusion renews itself in the great mo- 
ments, but I wish it could be kept intact in the small, 
and I blame him that he does not rule his fancy better. 
His imagination is always dramatic in its conceptions, 
but not always in its expressions ; the talk of his people 
is often inadequate caricature in the ordinary exi- 
gencies, and his art contents itself with makeshift in 
the minor action. Even in Huck Finn, so admirably 

proportioned and honestlv studied, you find a piece of 
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lawless extravagance hurled in, like the episode of the 
two strolling actors in the flatboat; their broad bur- 
lesque is redeemed by their final tragedy — a prodigious- 
ly real and moving passage — but the friend of the book 
cannot help wishing the burlesque w T as not there. One 
laughs, and then despises one's self for laughing, and 
this is not what Mark Twain often makes you do. 
There are things in him that shock, and more things 
that we think shocking, but this may not be so much be- 
cause of their nature as because of our want of nat- 
uralness; they wound our conventions rather than our 
convictions. As most women are more the subjects of 
convention than men, his humor is not for most women ; 
but I have a theory that, when women like it, they like 
it far beyond men. Its very excess must satisfy that 
demand of their insatiate nerves for something that 
there is enough of; but I offer this conjecture with in- 
stant readiness to withdraw it under correction. What 
I feel rather surer of is that there is something finally 
feminine in the inconsequence of his ratiocination, and 
his beautiful confidence that we shall be able to follow 
him to his conclusion in all those turnings and twist- 
ings and leaps and bounds by which his mind carries 
itself to any point but that he seems aiming at. Men, 
in fact, are born of women, and possibly Mark Twain 
owes his literary method to the colloquial style of some 
far ancestress who was more concerned in getting there, 
and amusing herself on the way, than in ordering her 
steps. 

Possibly, also, it is to this ancestress that he owes the 
instinct of right and wrong which keeps him clear as to 
the conditions that formed him, and their injustice. 
Slavery in a small Missouri Itiver town could not have 
been the dignified and patriarchal institution which 
Southerners of the older South are fond of remember- 
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ing or imagining. In the second generation from Vir- 
ginia ancestry of this sort, Mark Twain was born to the 
common necessity of looking out for himself, and, while 
making himself practically of another order of things, 
he felt whatever was fine in the old and could regard 
whatever was ugly and absurd more tolerantly, more 
humorously than those who bequeathed him their en- 
mity to it. Fortunately for him, and for us who were 
to enjoy his humor, he came to his intellectual con- 
sciousness in a world so large and free and safe that 
he could be fair to any wrong while seeing the right 
so unfailingly; and nothing is finer in him than his 
gentleness with the error which is simply passive and 
negative. He gets fun out of it, of course, but he deals 
almost tenderly with it, and hoards his violence for the 
superstitions and traditions which are arrogant and 
active. His pictures of that old river -town, South- 
western life, with its faded and tattered aristocratic 
ideals and its squalid democratic realities, are pathetic, 
while they are so unsparingly true and so inapologeti- 
cally and unaffectedly faithful. 

The West, when it began to put itself into literature, 
could do so without the sense, or the apparent sense, 
of any older or politer world outside of it; whereas 
the East was always looking fearfully over its shoulder 
at Europe, and anxious to account for itself as well 
as represent itself. No such anxiety as this entered 
Mark Twain's mind, and it is not claiming too much 
for the Western influence upon American literature to 
say that the final liberation of the East from this anx- 
iety is due to the West, and to its ignorant courage or 
its indifference to its difference from the rest of the 
world. It would not claim to be superior, as the South 
did, but it could claim to be humanly equal, or, rather, 
it would make no claim at all, but would simply be, 
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and what it was, show itself without holding itself re- 
sponsible for not being something else. 

The Western boy of forty or fifty years ago grew 
up so close to the primeval woods or fields that their 
inarticulate poetry became part of his being, and he 
was apt to deal simply and uncritically with literature 
when he turned to it, as he dealt with nature. He took 
what he wanted, and left what he did not like ; he used 
it for the playground, not the workshop of his spirit. 
Something like this I find true of Mark Twain in 
peculiar and uncommon measure. I do not see any 
proof in his books that he wished at any time to pro- 
duce literature, or that he wished to reproduce life. 
When filled up with an experience that deeply inter- 
ested him, or when provoked by some injustice or ab- 
surdity that intensely moved him, he burst forth, and 
the outbreak might be altogether humorous, but it was 
more likely to be humorous with a groundswell of 
seriousness carrying it profoundly forward. In all 
there is something curiously, not very definably, ele- 
mental, which again seems to me Western. He behaves 
himself as if he were the first man who was ever up 
against the proposition in hand. He deals as newly, 
for instance, with the relations of Shelley to his wife, 
and with as personal and direct an indignation, as if 
they had never attracted critical attention before; and 
this is the mind or the mood which he brings to all 
literature. Life is another affair with him; it is not 
a discovery, not a surprise; every one else knows how 
it is ; but here is a new world, and he explores it with 
a ramping joy, and shouts for the reader to come on 
and see how, in spite of all the lies about it, it is the 
same old world of men and women, with really nothing 
in it but their passions and prejudices and hypocrisies. 

At heart he was always deeply and Essentially ro- 

178 



MY MABK TWAIN 

mantic, and once must have expected life itself to be 
a fairy dream. When it did not turn out so he found 
it tremendously amusing still, and his expectation not 
the least amusing thing in it, but without rancor, with- 
out grudge or bitterness in his disillusion, so that his 
latest word is as sweet as his first. He is deeply and 
essentially romantic in his literary conceptions, but 
when it comes to working them out he is helplessly 
literal and real; he is the impassioned lover, the help- 
less slave of the concrete. For this reason, for his 
wish, his ilecessity, first to ascertain his facts, his logic 
is as irresistible as his laugh. 

All life seems, when he began to find it out, to have 
the look of a vast joke, whether the joke was on him 
or on his fellow - beings, or if it may be expressed 
without irreverence, on their common creator. But it 
was never wholly a joke, and it was not long before 
his literature began to own its pathos. The sense of 
this is not very apparent in The Innocents Abroad, but 
in Roughing It we began to be distinctly aware of it, 
and in the successive books it is constantly imminent, 
not as a clutch at the heartstrings, but as a demand of 
common justice, common sense, the feeling of propor- 
tion. It is not sympathy with the under dog merely 
as under dog that moves Mark Twain; for the under 
dog is sometimes rightfully under. But the prob- 
ability is that it is wrongfully under, and has a claim 
to your inquiry into the case which you cannot ignore 
without atrocity. Mark Twain never ignores it; I 
know nothing finer in him than his perception that in 
this curiously contrived mechanism men suffer for their 
sorrows rather oftener than they suffer for their sins; 
and when they suffer for their sorrows they have a 
right not only to our pity but to our help. He always 
gives his help, even when he seems to leave the pity 
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to others, and it may "be safely said that no writer has 
dealt with so many phases of life with more unfailing 
justice. There is no real telling how any one comes 
to be what he is; all speculation concerning the fact 
is more or less impudent or futile conjecture; but it 
is conceivable that Mark Twain took from his early 
environment the custom of clairvoyance in things in 
which most humorists are purblind, and that being al- 
ways in the presence of the under dog, he came to feel 
T N for him as under with him. If the knowledge and 
1 vision of slavery did not tinge all life with potential 
1 tragedy, perhaps it was this which lighted in the future 
\ humorist the indignation at injustice which glows in 
\ his page. His indignation relieves itself as often as 
not in a laugh; injustice is the most ridiculous thing 
in the world, after all, and indignation with it feels 
its own absurdity. 

It is supposable, if not more than supposable, that 
the ludicrous incongruity of a slaveholding democracy 
nurtured upon the Declaration of Independence, and 
the comical spectacle of white labor owning black labor, 
had something to do in quickening the sense of con- 
trast which is the fountain of humor, or is said to be 
so. But not to drive too hard a conjecture which must 
remain conjecture, we may reasonably hope to find in 
the untrammelled, the almost unconditional life of the 
later and farther West, with its individualism limited 
by nothing but individualism, the outside causes of the 
first overflow of the spring. We are so fond of classi- 
fication, which we think is somehow interpretation, 
that one cannot resist the temptation it holds out in 
the case of the most unclassifiable things ; and I must 
yield so far as to note that the earliest form of Mark 
Twain's work is characteristic of the greater part of 
it. The method used in The Innocents A.broad and in 
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Roughing It is the method used in Life on the Missis- 
sippi, in A Tramp Abroad, and in Following the 
Equator, which constitute in bulk a good half of all 
his writings, as they express his dominant aesthetics. 
If he had written the fictions alone, we should have 
had to recognize a rare inventive talent, a great im- 
agination and dramatic force; hut I think it must be 
allowed that the personal books named overshadow the 
fictions. They have the qualities that give character 
to the fictions, and they have advantages that the fic- 
tions have not and that no fiction can have. In them, 
under cover of his pseudonym, welcome directly into 
the presence of the author, which is what the reader 
is always longing and seeking to do; but unless the 
novelist is a conscienceless and tasteless recreant to the 
terms of his art, he cannot admit the reader to his in- 
timacy. The personal books of Mark Twain have not 
only the charm of the essay's inconsequent and desul- 
tory method, in which invention, fact, reflection, and 
philosophy wander after one another in any follow- 
ing that happens, but they are of an immediate and 
most informal hospitality which admits you at once to 
the author's confidence, and makes you frankly wel- 
come not only to his thought but to his way of think- 
ing. He takes no trouble in the matter, and he asks 
you to take none. All that he requires is that you will 
have common sense, and be able to tell a joke when you 
see it. Otherwise the whole furnishing of his mental 
mansion is at your service, to make such use as you can 
of it, but he will not be always directing your course, 
or requiring you to enjoy yourself in this or that order. 
In the case of the fictions, he conceives that his first 
affair is to tell a story, and a story when you are once 
launched upon it does not admit of deviation without 

some hurt to itself. In Mark Twain's novels, whether 
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they are for boys or for men, the episodes are only 
those that illustrate the main narrative or relate to it, 
though he might have allowed himself somewhat larger 
latitude in the old-fashioned tradition which he has 
oftenest observed in them. When it comes to the crit- 
ical writings, which again are personal, and which, 
whether they are criticisms of literature or of life, are 
always so striking, he is quite relentlessly logical and 
coherent. Here there is no lounging or sauntering, 
with entertaining or edifying digressions. The object 
is in view from the first, and the reasoning is straight- 
forwardly to it throughout. This is as notable in the 
admirable paper on the Jews, or on the Austrian situa- 
tion, as in that on Harriet Shelley, or that on Cooper's 
novels.. The facts are first ascertained with a con- 
science uncommon in critical writing of any kind, and 
then they are handled with vigor and precision till the 
polemic is over. It does not so much matter whether 
you agree with the critic or not ; what you have to own" 
is that here is a man of strong convictions, clear ideas, 
and ardent sentiments, based mainly upon common 
sense of extraordinary depth and breadth. 

In fact, what finally appeals to yon in Mark Twain, 
and what may hereafter be his peril with his readers,, 
is his common sense. It is well to eat humble pie when 
one comes to it at the table d'hote of life, and I wish 
here to offer my "brother literary men a piece of it that 
I never refuse myself. It is true that other men do 
not really expect much common sense of us, whether 
we are $oets or novelists or humorists. They may 
enjoy our dompany, and they may like us or pity us, 
biit they do not take us very seriously, and they would 
as soon we were fools as not if we will only divert or 
comfort or inspire them. Especially if we are hu- 
morists do they doubt our practical wisdom; they are 
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apt at first sight to take our sense for a part of the 
joke, and the humorist who convinces them that he is 
a man of as much sense as any of them, and possibly 
more, is in the parlous case of having given them 
hostages for seriousness which he may not finally be 
able to redeem. 

I should say in the haste to which every inquiry of 
this sort seems subject, that this was precisely the case 
with Mark Twain. The exceptional observer must have 
known from the beginning that he was a thinker of 
courageous originality and penetrating sagacity, even 
when he seemed to be joking; but in the process of time 
it has come to such a pass with hirn that the wayfaring 
man can hardly shirk knowledge of the fact. The fact 
is thrown into sudden and picturesque relief by his 
return to his country after the lapse of time long 
enough to have let a new generation grow up in knowl- 
edge of him. The projection of his reputation against 
a background of foreign appreciation, more or less 
luminous, such as no other American author has en- 
joyed, has little or nothing to do with, his acceptance 
on the new terms. Those poor Germans, Austrians, 
Englishmen, and Frenchmen who have been, from time 
to time in the last ten years, trying to show their esteem 
for his peculiar gifts could never come as close to the 
heart of his humor as we could; we might well doubt 
if they could fathom all his wisdom, which begins and 
ends in his humor; and if ever they seemed to chance 
upon his full significance, we naturally felt a kind of 
grudge, when we could not call it their luck, and sus- 
pected him of being less significant in the given in- 
stances than they supposed. The danger which he now 
runs with us is neither heightened nor lessened by the 
spread of his fame, but is an effect from intrinsic 
causes. Possibly it might not have been so great if he 
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had come back comparatively forgotten; it is certain 
only that in coming back more remembered than ever, 
he confronts a generation which began to know him not 
merely by his personal books and his fiction, but by those 
criticisms of life and literature which have more recent- 
ly attested his interest in the graver and weightier things. 
Graver and weightier, people call them, but whether 
they are really more important than the lighter things, 
I am by no means sure. What I am amused with, in- 
dependently of the final truth, is the possibility that 
his newer audience will exact this serious mood of 
Mr. Clemens, whereas we of his older world only suf- 
fered it, and were of a high conceit with our liberality 
in allowing a humorist sometimes to be a philosopher. 
Some of us indeed, not to be invidiously specific as to 
whom, were always aware of potentialities in him, 
which he seemed to hold in check, or to trust doubtfully 
to his reader as if he thought they might be thought 
part of the joke. Looking back over his work now, 
the later reader would probably be able to point out to 
earlier readers the evidence of a constant growth in the 
direction of something like recognized authority in mat- 
ters of public import, especially those that were subject 
to the action of the public conscience as well as the 
public interest, until now hardly any man writing upon 
such matters is heard so willingly by all sorts of men. 
All of us, for instance, have read somewmat of the con- 
ditions in South Africa which have eventuated in the 
present effort of certain British politicians to destroy 
two free republics in the interest of certain British 
speculators ; but I doubt if we have found the case any- 
where so well stated as in the closing chapters of Mark 
Twain's Follotving the Equator. His estimate of the 
military character of the belligerents on either side is 
of the prophetic cast wdiich can come only from the 
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thorough assimilation of accomplished facts; and in 
those passages the student of the actual war can spell 
its anticipative history. It is by such handling of such 
questions, unpremeditated and almost casual as it seems, 
that Mark Twain has Avon his claim to be heard on any 
public matter, and achieved the odd sort of primacy 
which he now enjoys. 

But it would be rather awful if the general recog- 
nition of his prophetic function should implicate the 
renunciation of the humor that has endeared him to 
mankind. It would be well for his younger following 
to beware of reversing the error of the elder, and tak- 
ing everything in earnest, as these once took nothing in 
earnest from him. To reverse that error would not 
be always to find his true meaning, and perhaps we 
shall best arrive at this by shunning one another's mis- 
takes. In the light of the more modern appreciation, 
we elders may be able to see some things seriously that 
we once thought pure drolling, and from our experience 
his younger admirers may learn to receive as drolling 
some things that they might otherwise accept as preach- 
ing. What we all should wish to do is to keep Mark 
Twain what he has always been : a comic force unique 
in the power of charming us out of our cares and 
troubles, united with as potent an ethic sense of the 
duties, public and private, which no man denies in 
himself without being false to other men. I think we 
may hope for the best he can do to help us deserve our 
self-respect, without forming Mark Twain societies to 
read philanthropic meanings into his jokes, or study- 
ing the Jumping Frog as the allegory of an imperializ- 
ing republic. I trust the time may be far distant when 
the Meditation at the Tomb of Adam shall be mem- 
orized and declaimed by ingenuous youth as a mystical 

appeal for human solidarity. 
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XII 
THE AMEKICAN JOKE 

(Read at the Birthday Dinner to 8. L. Clemens, 
December 5, 1905) 



A traveller from the Old World, just escaped 

Our Customs with his life, had found his way 
To a place up-town, where a Colossus shaped 

Itself, sky-scraper high, against the day. 
A vast smile, dawning from its mighty lips, 

Like sunshine on its visage seemed to brood; 
One eye winked in perpetual eclipse, 

In the other a huge tear of pity stood. 
Wisdom in nuggets round its temples shone; 

Its measureless bulk grotesque, exultant, rose; 
And while Titanic puissance clothed it on, 

Patience with foreigners was in its pose. 
So that, "What art thou?" the emboldened traveller 

spoke, 
And it replied, u I am the American Joke. 



II 

" I am the joke that laughs the proud to scorn; 

I mock at cruelty, I banish care, 

I cheer the lowly, chipper the forlorn, 

I bid the oppressor and hypocrite beware. 
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I tell the tale that makes men cry for joy; 

I bring the langh that has no hate in it; 
In the heart of age I wake the undying boy; 

My big stick blossoms with, a thornless wit, 
The lame dance with delight in me; my mirth 

Reaches the deaf untrumpeted; the blind 
My point can see I jolly the whole earth, 

But most I love to jolly my own kind, 
Joke of a people great, gay, bold, and free, 
I type their master-mood. Mark Twain made me. 

W. D. Howells. 
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